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AMAZING ELECTRIC SPRAY GUN ELIMINATES EXPENSIVE AIR COMPRESSORS AND MOTORS 


MAKE MONEY! SAVE MONEY! With 
Amazing SUPER JET Spray Kit ! 



No Breakable 
Glass Or Plastic 
Polished Aluminum 
Jar i ^ 




No Experience Needed To Operate Easy-To-Use All Purpose Spray Gun. 


Now anyone can own a professional, all-purpose spray gun. Homeowners! Hobbyists! Handymen! Paint the fast, 
easy way with the amazing new Super Jet Spray Gun. Save money spray painting shelves, closets, cabinets, furni- 
ture, bookcases, doors and other things around the house. Make money in your spare time spraying fine finishes on 
automobiles, fences, metalwork and hundreds of other projects for your friends, neighbors or customers. Super 
Jet can pay for itself on the very first job. It costs just $1.00 a week — no money down! 

This lightweight, self-contained spray gun makes painting the easiest thing in the world because there 
are no tanks, no compressors, no complicated equipment to cause trouble or con asion. Simply plug 
Super Jet into any 110 Volt A.C. electrical outlet, fill the non-breakable a jminum container 
with paint and pull the trigger to start spraying. Spray paint, enamel, lacquer, varnish, shel- 
lac, insecticide, deodorants, liquid fertilizer, oil and water as easily as pointing your 
finger ! J ust about any liquid that pours easily, sprays easily when you use Super J et ! 


T'm 


ii i ■ 


ONE CONTROL KNOB! 

m l 


Simply spray solvent through 


A simple turn to the right or 

« m 


the gun after painting and 


left instantly adjusts Super 

M B 


Super Jet cleans itself in 


Jet to atomize the material 

f 


seconds . . . automatically ! 


you are spraying! 


Super Jet’s ingenious fine-screen metal 
filter automatically strains paint and spray 
materials. Dirt, pigments, etc. are automati- 
cally filtered out and prevented from clogging gun ! 


FREE TRIAL IS BEST PROOF! SEND NO MONEY 


A COMPLETE SPRAY KIT! 
Only $29.95-$l .a week! 

• NEW SUPER JET SPRAY GUN 

• POLISHED ALUMINUM JAR 

• AUTOMATIC PAINT STRAINER 

• 15 FT. DISTANCE TUBING 

• 23 FT. NEOPRENE CORD SET 

• GEM NOZZLE DISC 

• WALL CHART & INSTRUCTIONS 

• STEEL CARRYING CASE 

PLUS Your Name in 23 KARAT GOLD 


FREE! 

Mail Coupon To- 
day with order and 
get FREE 5-piece 
Screw Driver Set. 


and 


C.S.A. 


EXTRA BONUS! ” 9 oV n ™ 

SUPER JET SPRAY KIT and receive as 
extra bonus tool kit pictured! Tempered steel 
6 inch wrench, 7 inch pliers, screw driver 
blades and chuck, complete with carrying 
case. Not a toy! 


MAIL COUPON TODAY FOR 10 DAY FREE TRIAL 


POWER PRODUCTS, Super Jet Division Dept. EP-9 
31 West 47th Street, New York 36, N. Y. 

Please send amazing new SUPER JET SPRAY KIT. I must be completely satis- 
fied or I may return within 10 days for full purchase price refund. I am 
using payment plan checked below. 


I PAYMENT IN FULL. Enclosed is $29.95 (check or money order) in full 
1 — 1 payment. Be sure to send my FREE GIFT plus EXTRA BONUS. 

I - ] SIMPLIFIED BUDGET PLAN. (No Money Down) I will pay $29.95 at 
1 — ' $1.00 per week plus postage and small credit service charge. (No 
credit charge if paid within 60 days.) Be sure to send my FREE GIFT! 
YOUR NAME will be written in 23 Karat Gold on your kit. Please Print 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY... 

EMPLOYED BY 











I've Made New Men Out of 
Thousands of Other Fellows.. . 

"Here's what I did for 
HECTOR ROMERO... and 
what I can do for you! 


Z’"' IVE me a skinny, pepless, second-rate 
body — and I’ll cram it so full of hand- 
some, bulgiryg new muscle that your 
friends will grow bug-eyed . . . I’ll wake 
up that sleeping energy of yours and 
make it hum like a high-powered motor! 
Man, you’ll feel and look different! 
You’ll begin to LIVE! 

Let Me Make YOU a NEW MAN- 
IN JUST 15 MINUTES A DAY 

You wouldn’t believe it, but I myself used 
to be a 97-lb. weakling. Fellows called me 
“Skinny.” Girls snickered and made fun of 
me behind my back. I was a flop. THEN 
I discovered my marvelous new muscle- 
building system — “Dy- 
namic Tension.” — And 
it turned me into such 
a complete specimen of 
MANHOOD that today 
I hold the title of “THE 
WORLD’S MOST 
PERFECTLY DEVEL- 
OPEN MAN.” 

What Is " Dynamic 
Tension”?. . . How 
Does It Work? 

When you look in the 
mirror and see a healthy, 
husky, strapping fellow 
smiling back at you— then 


Be the envy of 
your friends ! 
Win this strik- 
ingly handsome 
“Atlas Cham- 
pions” trophy, 

over l >/ 2 ft. high! 


ARE YOU 


Nervous ? 
Lacking in 
Confidence ? 
Constipated ? 
Suffering 
from bad 
breath ? 

What to Do 
About It 
Is told in my 
free book! 


you’ll realize how fast 
“Dynamic Tension” GETS 
RESULTS! And you'll be 
using the method which 
many great athletes use 
for keeping in condition — 
prize fighters, wrestlers, 
baseball and football play- 
ers, etc. 

“Dynamic Tension” is 
the easy, NATURAL 
method you can practice in 
the privacy of your own 
room— JUST 15 MIN- 
UTES EACH DAY— while your scrawny chest 
and shoulder muscles begin to swell, ripple . . . 
those spindly arms and legs of yours bulge . . . 
and your whole body starts to feel “alive,” 
full of zip and go! 

One Postage Stamp May Change 
Your Whole Life l 

Sure, I gave Hector Romero (shown above) 
a NEW BODY. But he’s just one of thousands. 
I’m steadily building powerful, broad-shoul- 
dered, dynamic MEN— day 
by day— the country over. 

3,500,000 fellows, young 
and old, have already gam- 
bled a postage stamp to 
ask for my FREE book. 

They wanted to read and 
see for themselves how I 
build up scrawny bodies, 
and how I pare down fat, 
flabby ones — how I turn 
them into human dynamos 
of pure MANPOWER. 


rpcx MY 32-PAGE illustrated book yours 
-N ot For $1.00 or 10c— BUT FREE 

Send for my famous book “Everlasting Health and 
Strength.” 32 pages crammed with photographs and ad- 
vice. Shows what “Dynamic Tension” can do for YOU. 

This book is a real prize for any fellow who wants a 
better build. Yet I’ll send you a copy absolutely FREE. 
Just glancing through it may mean the turning point in 
your whole life! Rush coupon to me personally: CHARLES 
ATLAS, Dept. 10211, 115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 10211, 

115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 

Send me — absolutely FREE — a copy of 
your famous book, “Everlasting Health and 
Strength” — 32 pages, crammed with actual 
photographs, answers to vital health questions, 
and valuable advice to every man who wants a 
better build. I understand this book is mine to 
keep, and sending for it does not obligate me 
in any way. 


Name Age . 

(Please print or write plainly) 


City State 

□ If under 14 years of age check here for Booklet A. 


In the next issue 
off RAGE 



. . . there'll be a reminiscent piece 
about the girl who stripped to the 
waist and posed for pictures with 
actor Robert Mitchum. The photo 
above is just a sample, so be sure 
to read "Whatever Happened to 
Simone Silva?" 



Adventure? Here's a story from 
India, where a RAGE writer reports 
that earthquakes have loosed packs 
of ferocious animals on the natives. 
"Tusker on a Rampage" (photo, 
above) will tell a startling tale of 
sudden and awful death. 



The Riviera and the Mediterranean 
islands are fond spots for frolic- 
some nudists (photo, above). For a 
titillating story that mixes laughs 
with excitement, get the next issue 
of RAGE just to take a gander at 
"Naked as a Jaybird." 
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My Buddy Was Blasted to Bits! 12 

By Julian C. Hanibel as told to David Martin 

I Saw Africa's Bloodiest Rite 24 
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How to CRACK the education barrier 



Is there an “education barrier” between you and promotion? 
Are young college graduates being brought in to fill positions 
above you? 

You can break down that barrier . . . gain real security, 
responsibility, prestige . . . surprise fellow employees and tvin 
their respect. You can match yourself against the smartest of 
the college boys and come out a WINNER. Here’s how! 

AN HOUR A DAY THE I.C.S. WAY! 


If you can spare an hour a day, if 
you have the determination to make 
good, if you’re willing to invest 
pennies now for dollars later on- 
then I.C.S. can help you. You can 
be a man or woman, young or old, 
skilled or unskilled. So long as you 


can understand simple language 
and illustrated training manuals, 
you need have no doubts. The I.C.S. 
hour-a-dav plan is success-proved. 
You learn while you earn — any- 
where, any time. 


Just pick the subject you want! 

Only I.C.S. offers you such a wide range of 
subjects to choose from. Drafting. Engineer- 
ing. Television. Aeronautics. Business. High 
School. 256 courses in all. I.C.S. is the 
oldest, largest home-study school. It is also 
the best known in business and industry. 


free catalog plus free books! 

When you mail the coupon below, you get a complete 
catalog on the subject you check with information about 
employment opportunities, training requirements, etc. 
And you get “How to Succeed” — 30 pages of valuable 
tips on winning recognition, pay raises, success. Also, a 
free sample lesson in basic mathematics. 


For Real Job Security-Get an I. C. S. Diploma! I. C. S., Scranton 9, Penna. Home ¥t’u?y C°o"un, 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


BOX 62350H , SCRANTON 9. PENNA. 

Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the field 


ARCHITECTURE 
and BUILDING 
CONSTRUCTION 

□ Air Conditioning— Refrig. 

□ Architecture 

□ Architectural Interiors 

□ Building Contractor 

□ Building Estimator 

□ Building Maintenance 

□ Carpentry and Mill Work 

□ Heating 

□ Painting Contractor 

□ Plumbing 

□ Reading Arch. Blueprints 

ART 

□ Cartooning 

□ Commercial Art 

□ Fashion Illustrating 

□ Magazine Illustrating 


AVIATION 

□ Aeronautical Engineering Jr. 

□ Aircraft & Engine Mechanic 
BUSINESS 

□ Advertising 


CIVIL, STRUCTURAL 
. ENGINEERING 

□ Civil Engineering 

□ Construction Engineering 

□ Highway Engineering 


□ Bookkeeping and Accounting □ Reading Struct. Blueprints 


□ Business Administration 

□ Business Correspondence 

□ Public Accounting 

□ Creative Salesmanship 

□ Federal Tax 

□ Letter-writing Improvement 

□ Office Management 

□ Professional Secretary 


□ Sanitary Engineering 

□ Structural Engineering 

□ Surveying and Mapping 
DRAFTING 

□ Aircraft Drafting 

□ Architectural Drafting 

□ Electrical Drafting 

□ Mechanical Drafting 


□ sm-w ». s ssaassa 


□ Sketching and Painting 
AUTOMOTIVE 

□ Auto Body Rebuilding 

□ Auto Elec. Technician 

□ Auto-Engine Tune Up 

□ Automobile Mechanic 


_ □ Machine Design-Drafting 

□ Retail Business Management □ Mine Surveying and Mapping □ Machine Shop Inspection 

□ Machine Shop Practice 

□ Mechanical Engineering 

□ Quality Control 

□ Reading Shop Blueprints 

□ Refrigeration 

□ Sheet Metal Worker 


(Partial list of 256 courses) 

BEFORE which I have marked X (plus sample lesson): 
LEADERSHIP □ Television Technician 

□ Foremanship RAILROAD 

□ Industrial Supervision □ Air Brake Equipment 

□ Leadership and Organization □ Car Inspector 

□ Personnel-Labor Relations □ Diesel Engineer & Fireman 

MECHANICAL □ Section Foreman 

AND SHOP STEAM AND 

□ Gas-Electric Welding DIESEL POWER 

□ Heat Treatment □ Metallurgy □ Combustion Engineering 

□ Industrial Engineering □ Diesel— Elec. □ Diesel Eng’s 

□ Industrial Instrumentation □ Electric Light and Power 

□ Industrial Supervision □ Stationary Fireman 

□ Internal Combustion Engines □ Stationary Steam Engineering 


□ Sales Management 

□ Stenographic-Secretarial 

□ Traffic Management 

CHEMISTRY 


□ Chemical Engineering 

□ Chem. Lab. Technician 

□ General Chemistry 

□ Natural Gas Prod. & Trans. 

□ Petroleum Engineering 

□ Plastics 

□ Pulp and Paper Making 


□ Plumbing Drawing and 
Estimating 

□ Structural Drafting 
ELECTRICAL 

□ Electrical Engineering 

□ Electrical Maintenance 

□ Electrician □ Contracting 

□ Lineman 

HIGH SCHOOL 

□ Commercial □ Good English 

□ High School Subjects 

□ Mathematics 


TEXTILE 

□ Carding and Spinning 

□ Cotton, Rayon, Woolen Mfg. 

□ Finishing and Dyeing 

□ Loom Fixi’gD Textile Des’ing 

□ Textile Eng'r'g □ Throwing 

□ Warping and Weaving 
MISCELLANEOUS 


□ Tool Design □ Toolmaking o Domestic Refrigeration 
RADIO, TELEVISION □ Marine Engineering 

□ Industrial Electronics □ Ocean Navigation 

□ Practical Radio TV Eng’r’ng □ Professional Engineering 

□ Radio and TV Servicing □ Short Story Writing 

□ Radio Operating □ Telephony 


_Age_ 


Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., 
Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. 
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The Editors 

Shoot the Breeze 


HThis is the first issue of rage, the 
best damned men’s magazine in 
the country. Here’s why we know 
so: In a day and age when men’s 
magazines are pussyfooting over 
one hot subject after another, rage 
plans to call a spade a spade, a 
crook a crook, a bum a bum. We’re 
pretty sure that’s what you want in 
a magazine for men — we know it’s 
what we want. 

If you think the way we do, 
stick with us. We’ll both be the 
better for it. 

Starting right off with that rarest 
of things — the real lowdown about 
one of those international glamor 
pusses — we’ve got what we think 
is the best story to date on Italy’s 
scrumptious Sophia Loren. On 
Page 44, in a way we figure you’ll 
like, it tells some things about 
Sophia, in her own words, that are 
a lead-pipe cinch to lift your eye- 
brows. We’ve got an idea that So- 
phia isn’t going to approve of some 
of the quotes she gave our reporter 
but we’re printing them anyway. 
Hell has no fury like an Italian 
actress who reads something about 
herself that she doesn’t like, but we 
believe in living dangerously. 

You can’t pick up a newspaper, 
book or magazine these days with- 
out reading about life in the sub- 
urbs — that it’s either the greatest 
thing in the world or a fate worse 
than hell itself. But in all that 
welter of words, no doubt you’ll 
find out something about the sub- 
urbs that proves it’s as sordid a 
place as any of America’s wicked- 
est streets. If you think suburbia 
is the place where only the best 
people live, you’ve got a shock in 
store when you read “I Played 
Suburbia’s Newest Sex Game,” on 
Page 10. 

We hold strong to the opinion 
that “there’s nothing like a dame.” 
Result: two picture stories this 


month that illustrate two different 
sides of the female personality. 
One story starting on Page 34, 
shows the subdued, soft female as 
she busies herself making ready to 
lure the male. The other provides a 
look at the hell-for-leather kind of 
woman, in this case the best-look- 
ing lady wrestler you ever saw. We 
don’t usually care to run pictures 
of muscle-bound women but in this 
case we think it’s justified, for the 
purpose of the pictures is not to 
show her muscles but to prove one 
thing: When it comes to develop- 
ing ways to put men flat on their 
backs, all girls — wrestlers or not — 
are exactly alike. 

With the baseball season getting 



near the final stages, we got into a 
hassle with some sportswriters the 
other day at Toots Shor’s. Sub- 
ject of the hassle: If you had to 
pick a major-league all-star team 
right now — based strictly on the 
performances of the players during 
the entire 1956 season only — what 
players would you pick? 

The nominations went round 
and round with the bottles of beer 
but, surprisingly, something came 
out of the klatch. This team wasn’t 
a unanimous choice, but there 
weren’t many dissenters. For what 
it’s worth, here it is: Duke Snider, 
Mickey Mantle and Hank Aaron 
in the outfield; Dale Long at first; 
Nellie Fox at second; Pee Wee 
Reese at short; Ed Mathews at 
third; Yogi Berra at catch and 
these three on the mound: Bob 
Friend, Whitey Ford and Robin 
Roberts. 

By this time, every red-blooded 
American male has heard about 
Jayne Mansfield. Jayne is current- 
ly the big thing on Broadway, in 
the gossip columns, and in Holly- 
wood. But what most of you have- 
n’t heard is the story of how she 
managed her sudden rise to fame 
and fortune. A short year ago, 
Jayne was a model and bit player; 
few people had ever heard of her. 
Then a movie company ran a junk- 
et to Florida to preview, for the 
press, a Jane Russell movie. One 
of the starlets who “sneaked” 
aboard the Hollywood plane was 
Jayne Mansfield. When she landed 
in Florida she was still unheard of. 
But next morning, at the poolside, 
about 100 frantic, panting photog- 
raphers were shooting picture after 
picture of — well, it wasn’t Jane 
Russell. In a one-piece red bath- 
ing suit that clung to her remark- 
able body like honey, Jayne was 
wowing the boys. And, if you’ll cast 
your eyes sideways, you can see 
one of those pictures that made 
Jayne famous. Any questions? 



FIX ANY CAR EASIER! 

I. . and itvtce 



BUICK CADILLAC CHEVROLET CHRYSLER CONTINENTAL 


DESOTO DODGE FORD HUDSON LINCOLN 


You How in Ms <i mercury 

GIANT Ntw 


NASH OLDSMOBILE PACKARD 


plus FRAZER, WILLYS, 
HENRY J. and KAISER 


RAMBLER STUDEBAKER 


most famous 


em 

running like 
clockwork! 



Gives how-to-do-it instructions on jobs like 
these for EVERY model of the above 
cars from 1 940 to 1956: 

Alignment; Seat Adjusters; Automatic Win- 
dows; Axles; Bearings; BRAKES; CARBU 
RETORS; Caster and Camber; CLUTCHES 
Compression; COOLING; Crank Shafts; Cy 
inders; DIFFERENTIALS; Drive Shafts; Elec 
trie Tops; ENGINES; Frames; FUEL PUMPS 
Gas Consumption; Gauges; GENERATORS, 
Horns; IGNITIONS; Knocks; Manifolds; Oil 
Seals; Overheating; OVERDRIVES; Pistons, 
POWER BRAKES; POWER STEERING; Radi 
ators; REGULATORS; Shock Absorbers 
SPEEDOMETERS; Springs; STARTERS; STEER 
ING; Suspensions; TIMING; Tire Weai 
TRANSMISSIONS; TUNE-UPS; Universal 
joints; VACUUM PUMPS; Valves; Water 
Pumps; Wipers; WIRING and all the restl 

READ WHAT USERS SAY! 

•ASY! “The Chilton how-to- 
do-it pictures are worth the en- 
„ / tire price of the Manuall" 

> » * 


, MELVIN WADE, Penn. 


FAST! "Thanks to my Chilton 
Manual, I did a job in an hour 
another mechanic had worked 
on all dayl" 

GENE ARNOLD, Iowa 

Dept. MA- 106 . THE CHILTON COMPANY, 
5605 Chestnut St., Philadelphia 39, Pa. 


Even beginners can handle practically ANY 
job on ANY make, model or part! 

There’s a secret to fixing cars . . . and rest ... it tells you just what you need 

this world famous Chilton “ALL CARS” to know . . . shows almost every opera- 

Manual is it! With it, you can handle tion step by step in almost 3,000 big, 

practically any job faster, easier and clear pictures. Using your Chilton Man- 

better than you may have dreamed. ua l * s like having the 19 Chilton experts 

who prepared it standing beside you. 
From engines to transmissions . . . Just follow their simple instructions and 
from power steering to overdrives ... it is next to impossible to go wrong . . . 
from carburetors to ignitions and all the even on the toughest jobs! 

JUST LOOK UP THE JOB YOU WANT TO DO! 

No guess work! No lost time! Just look Motor Age and Automotive Industries 

up the make, model and part you want magazine experts. It is based on actual 

to fix. Trouble-shooting charts help you shop experience. It shows how to handle 

locate what’s wrong. Then every step of jobs with standard tools under ordinary 

making needed repairs or adjustments conditions. You learn work-saving short- 

is explained in a way you’re sure to un- cuts You learn what mistakes t0 avoid . 

derstand. “Mmor details, often so puz- In m cas chmon even takes into 
zling to beginners are made crystal clear. account the o{ parts on 0 , d cars 

You’ll find this giant Manual in almost and gives you “wear adjusted” specifica- 
every car shop . . because it saves loads tions for best possib i e car performance, 
of time even for the experts. You 11 find _ . ^ 

it in schools, in Army-Navy training . . . Contains over 800 pages; o3 Trouble- 
and wherever beginners are fixing cars shooting Charts; 397 Quick Check Data 
BECAUSE IT MAKES EVERY JOB SO Tables; almost 3000 specially-taken pic- 
EASY TO DO. tures; and thousands upon thousands of 

From beginning to end, the Chilton P arts and re P air specifications. 

“ALL CARS” Manual is a complete Send coupon today for 10-day free 
practical working guide by Chilton’s trial. You be the judge ! 

a 

■ Dept. MA-106, THE CHILTON COMPANY, 5605 Chestnut St., Philadelphia 39, Pa, 

| Send me the giant new 4% -pound CHILTON "ALL CARS" SERVICE MANUAL (Price $6.95) | 

■ for 10-day FREE EXAMINATION. If I like Manual, I will then promptly remit $1.95 (plus ■ 
45c postage and handling); then send $2.50 each month for two months. Otherwise, I I 
£ will return Manual postpaid in 10 days and owe you nothing. SAVI! | 

■ Name Send $6-95 with or- ■ 

der and we pay post- I 

I Add re, t M.-hendllegdi.,,.. | 

■ Same 10-day return g 

■ . privilege- with money ■ 

City, Zone, State refunded. 

L (Outside U.S.A. — Price $ 8.95 cash with order. 10-day return privilege with money refunded.) 

H ■■ M Hi ■■ ■ Chilton Books are sold by leading book stores ■ m ■■ MB Mi ■■ MM _ 


MAIL COUPON! See for yourself hour easy it is 










SELLING 


Internationally Famous LOOK OVER THE B IG BARGAINS 




|)rettaion 
mal« in 
german? 


KORIUM HUNTING KNIVES 

y 2 PRICE! 


YOUR 

CHOICE 


REG. 

S3.95 


No. 84 

Helen of Troy No. ou \ 
Golden Hued BLACK *J' 

Handle FOREST 1 

Hunting 
Knife 


Order by number! 


ON THESE 2 PA GES! 

SAVE UP TO 6 6 %— 

We need $250,000 cash to pay arrival of new merchandise from factories. Our need 
is your gain! Order now! SAVE up to 66%. Check item number in coupon when 
ordering! Send check, cash or money order. Satisfaction guaranteed or money back. 
Rush Coupon NOW to: 

THORESENS, Dept. 481-G 

585 WATER STREET NEW YORK 2. N. Y. 


These unique hand-forged hunting knives are 
made by the world renowned craftsmen of Sol- 
ingen, West Germany. Sharp, rugged blades 
are made of genuine KORIUM surgical steel — 
thousands of sportsmen gladly paid $3.95 each 
for these identical knives. Blades are actually 
sharp enough to shave with; will stand up un- 
der hardest use. Genuine leather sheaths tailor- 
ed for each knife — metal tipped for straight 
knives. Lengths 9 to 10 inches. Tough Korium 
steel assures years of dependable service. Dandy 
gifts for men — and a sportsman's delight. 

The import supply is limited — and the sale price 
of only 1.98 means lhey'11 go fast! Send the 
coupon TODAY1 Free home trial — 7-day money 
back guarantee. 

Check desired model in couponl 


$15 VALUE 


GERMAN PRECISION 
.22 BLANK PISTOL 

For tun, sports, protection against night prowl- 
ers! Precision made in the high traditions of 
German guncraft! Exact dimensions, finish and 
design of death-dealing automatics. Uses only 
.22 cal. harmless blanks. Specially designed 
chamber gives terrific percussion audible at 
enormous distances, enpugh to frighten the day- 
lights out of any "character". 6 shot fully auto- 
matic magazine. Safety catch, self-ejecting clip. 
Carbon steel construction: deluxe Cordovan 
handle. 4" long. No permit needed. Cartridges 
available everywhere for about lc. Can be sent 
anywhere outside N. Y. State. 

No. Ill 6.69 


3 COLOR 

POLICE FLASHLITE 

Changes Colors like Magic 
. . . RED, WHITE QQc 
or GREEN! 

Now Yours at 1 /2 Price 

Presto! ... at your fingertips . . . 
automatic switch gives you power- 
ful white, red or green beam visible 
miles away. Spotlite and floodlite 
combined. So dependable for home, 
farm, office, factory. Lifesaving 
friend in highway emergencies. 

Thousands in use by police in all 
states. Over 100,000 sold for 1.98 to 
2.98. For a limited time only. 

No. 75 Special 99c plus 11c tax 
Total 1.10 


REG. $1.90 
SUPPLE CASE 


BIGGERI5X50 

POWERHOUSE 

GIANT 

: magnifies area up to i 
25 TIMES 

NOW 


GIVEN: 66% more power! 


$12.95 

VALUE 


Thoresen sold over 1,000,000 Ger- 
man binoculars in recent years. 
Because we are the world's 
largest importer of these glasses, 
we can buy for less and sell for 
less. That's why we can NOW 
offer you this 12.95 binoculars 
7 WAYS BETTER: 1. High structural strength 


DELUXE LEATHER SHEATH 
TAILORED TO FIT 


lot only 4.98. The POWERHOUSE "GIANT" 

without tiring weight. Only 12 ozs. 2. Aluminum draw tubes for smoother faster focusing. 3, Fo! 
to your eye width. 4. Precision Ground Lenses — NOT PLASTICI 5. Objective lenses interior coated 
with magnesium fluoride. 6. Extra large 50 mm. objective lenses give you viewing even in moon- 
light. 7. New 5x50 power system gives you 66% more power than origin al m odel. You get better 
views whether it's one or 50 miles away. ONE look thru this new POWERHOUSE "GIANT" will 
convince you! Use it on hunting & fishing trips, the races, bird watching, etc. Always hare a 
••ripw.ewW 7 seat at sports events. Order yours today on 7 day money-back guarantee. 

4.96 


"ringside" 

No. 66 with case— 
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MIGHTY MIDGET SPY CAMERA 

ONLY 


O il T I MUST RAISE 
U I : $ 250,000 

1 98 «RM» W 0m0E«S-° d KNIF E ^^ble EIcctric 

VACUUM 
CLEANER 

goes with you 
everywhere... 



TAKE SECRET 
PICTURES! 

This precision-made 
camera is tiny — barely 
114 " high. Originally 
designed for detective 
and espionage work. 
Wonderful for taking 
surprise shots. Can be 
hidden in palm of hand. 
Takes pictures of un- 
believable sharpness 
which magnify beauti- 
fully. Solid metal construction, genuine coated 
lens, high speed shutter & professional view- 
finder. Gives instant and time settings. Surprise 
your friends with candid shots they never 
dreamed you were taking. FREE — Genuine Pig- 
skin Leather Case and 2 rolls of film. NOTE: 
This camera has genuine Minuscus lens. Not a 
toy but a precision-made camera easily worth 
$10 in the service and pleasure it gives you. 
No. 48. Special cut price, while they last 1.98 

HI-SPEED 

HOME & CAR 
WASHER 

with 2 washing heads 



NOW 

367 


10 TOOLS IN ONE — the Swiss Army type knife is recog- 
nized as the most compact multi-purpose tool ever 
devised. This new Korium version is the lowest price 
ever asked for the Swiss -knife! Finest Sollngen steel. 
Has scissors, saw, icepick, jacknife, screwdriver, awl. 
can opener, bottle opener, corkscrew & penknife. Solid 
Vidal handle; belt attachment. Length, 3 % ". Wonderful 
for all outdoorsmen, motorists, people who travel. This 
type knife carried all year ‘round by Swiss Army offi- 
cers. It can be a lifesarer! When you see its line 
construction and you have it in your hands, you'll agree 
it s a $10 value. Order by No. 88. New, deluxe model 
now yours for only 3.67 


FOLDING BINOCULAR 


7-in- 1 


Easily 
worth 
$10 
to you 

OUR 

PRICE 




• Wash Cars • Floors 

• Windows • Screens 

NOW in one simple op- 
eration you can scrub, 
suds, rinse! Attach Hi 
Speed washer to garden 
hose . . . wash cars, 
windows, porches, floors, 
screens, outside home in 
HALF time. No splashing. 
New improved model has 
2 wash heads. Change 
over in seconds. Auto- 
matic Hydraulic Sudser 
built in! Save labor, 
time, money. Wash out- 
side walls — save repaint- 
ing. No back or arm 
strain. Wash car, tiles, 
awnings, storm windows, 
floors, in minutes with- 
out getting messy. New 3 
section handle — extends 
from 1 to 3 ft. 

2 HEADS ARE BETTER 
THAN 1 

Use Brush head for wash- 
ing dirt; circular Squee- 
gee head for smooth 
surfaces, windows, etc. 
WIPES as it washes. Otj 
der now on 7 day home 
trial. Send 1.98 for Com- 
plete kit; 3 section han- 
dle, 2 heads, automatic 
sudser, plus liberal sup- 
ply Magic Detergent Pel- 
lets FREE. Satisfaction 

g uaranteed or money 
ack. COD's plus post- 
age. 


Imagine! 7 optical instruments in one compact unit! 
Telescope, field glasses, magnifying mirror, fire starter, 
sun dial timepiece, compass and reading glass. Folds 
Into small space — carry in pocket. This amazing gadget 
is imported from Western Germany. Finely ground op- 
tical lenses— precision made by skilled craftsmen. Now 
yours at the low, low price of 

No. 93 1.98 


MINIVEX 
Pocket Microscope 




2.500 Times 
Area Magnification! 


This powerful 50X MINIVEX Pocket Microscope made 
in Germany gives you 2.500 times area magnification! 
All metal! Simple eyepiece focusing! Precision lenses— 
lets you see nature's hidden wonders, examine liquids, 
textiles, insects, blood smears, tissue, etc. Measures but 
2 % inches! 2 special slides given. Excellent for Biology 
students 1 

No. 12 now only 1.98 


• Only 7 inches 

• High Suction 

• No plug-in 

• Cleans Fast 

• Suits & Dresses 

GETS TO DIRT THAT BIG 
VACUUMS CAN’T REACH 

New high power vacuum — only 7 inches high! 
Weighs less than a pound. Fits bag or glove 
compartment — travels with you everywhere! 
High speed motor works on 2 flashlite batteries. 
Removes lint, dust, surface dirt from clothing 
in seconds! Better, faster, more thoro than a 
brush for soft fabrics, flannels, velvets, suede, 
etc. Circular brush gets at encrusted dirt, saves 
on cleaning bills. 

USE FOR CAR UPHOLSTERY 
Keep one in glove compartment. Handy and 
practical for hundreds of household jobs too— 
cleans pockets, cuffs, upholstery, typewriters, 
dandruff specks, ash trays, table crumbs, drapes 
— in fact, anything a big vacuum can't reach. 
Well constructed. Lasts years. 

No. 36 3.99 


7 DAY HOME TRIAL— MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 

THORESEN S. Dept. 4B1-G. 385 Water Street. New York 10, N. Y. 

RUSH items checked below on 7 day home trial money-back guarantee. If I’m not completely satisfied | 
' with the merchandise, I will return It within 7 days for immediate refund. 

□ Payment enclosed. Rush prepaid. □ Send COD. I'll pay charges. I 

□ No. 84— Helen of Troy Knife (1 .981 □ No. 48— Mighty Midget Camera (1 .98) 1 

□ No. 80— Black Forest Knife (1 .98) □ No. 88— Army Officer's Knife 13.671 * 

I R n°' £l°T C D h - D No ‘ 44 ~ 1 Car Washer (1.98) * 

□ No. Ill— Blank Pistol (6.69) n m me u- at ■ „ mi 

□ No. 75— 3 color Flashlite (99c plus 11c tariff— □ No. 93— Folding Binoculars (1 .98) 

total 1.10) 

□ No. 66— Powerhouse Giant (4.98) 

l Name 


□ No. 12 — Pocket Microscope (1.98) 

□ No. 36— Vacuum Cleaner (3.99) 


Address... 


MAIL AT ONCE ! City Zone State.... 
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T HE SUBURBS are a magic 
word to millions of Americans. 
Why? 

Because to most Americans, 
suburbia spells success — the 
reaching of a lifetime goal. 
They’re dead wrong. 

Sure, the guy who planks down 
the hefty down payment for a 
$25,000 ranch house is doing well 
at his job. But what most people 
don’t know is this: 

In high-living suburbia society 
there’s just one overpowering in- 
terest — 

Thrills and more thrills. 
Sometimes they’re caught. You 
read in the papers about the wife- 
swapping parties, where suburb- 
anites — high as kites on martinis 
— would toss their keys into the 
center of the room, then roar with 
delight as their wives scrambled 
for them. If a girl came up with 
your keys, she retired to the bed- 
room that night with you — while 
your wife went off to bed with 
someone else. 

It was great fun — and it’s still 
going on — for in suburbia, sex is 
king. But now there is a stranger, 
newer thrill for the commuters. 

Here, in the words of one vic- 
tim, is the whole terrible queer 
story. . . 

The party was going full blast 
when my wife and I arrived. The 
liquor flowed like the proverbial 
wine and three of the most beauti- 
ful women I’d ever seen were 
bouncing from table to table. 

Mary nudged me when I pre- 
tended to paw the floor at the sight 
of one particularly luscious blonde, 
and we smiled at each other be- 
cause that was the kind of a mar- 
riage we had, one based on. love 
and mutual trust. 

If I’d known what we were get- 
ting into, of course, I would never 
have accepted the invitation. But 
we were new in the village — I’d 
just been transferred — from Bos- 
ton to the home office — and we 
welcomed the opportunity to start 
making friends. 

Mary had met Jane Peters, our 
hostess, at the beauty shop and 
was delighted to be greeted so 
warmly, then invited to a party. 
She knew I would be tired and that 
we should get the house in some 
sort of order before we started go- 
ing out, but we agreed it wouldn’t 
be wise to let people think we were 
a pair of stuffy stay-at-homes, so 
( Continued on page 5S) 



BY ANONYMOUS 

as told to Mel Short 


* Key* parties, wife-swap- 
ping — and now the 
latest thrill of jaded 
pleasure-seekers ... 


SUBURBIA’S 


I PLAYED 


NEWEST SEX 
GAME 
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Nobody, he swore, would go as high or as fast... 
Then a valve stuck ... and he got his chance 


ur pEN — nine — eight — ” waiting 
in the blockhouse for the top- 
secret experimental rocket to blast 
off was like waiting for the end of 
the world. All the tenseness, the 
waiting, the careful calculations 
were sharpened on a pinhead. The 
months and months of prepara- 
tion, the checks and double-checks, 
the tests that ran into the thou- 
sands. 

And now — the smoke signal, the 
12 


red flag flapping in the wind, the 
warning sirens, and the slow, even 
voice, counting off the seconds. 

“Seven — six — five — four — ” 

I got a glimpse of Bert in those 
last seconds. 

His eyes were wide, his lips part- 
ed, and he was breathing deeply — 
just like everyone else in that con- 
crete-and-steel blockhouse. The 
place was jammed with techni- 
cians, each one with a job to do. 


They were all sweating over elec- 
tronic equipment, waiting, waiting. 
Bert, 'on visual control, had his 
binoculars trained on the launch- 
ing pad, waiting for the roaring 
first second when the world would 
become all flame and smoke and 
thunderous screeching. Movie cam- 
eras right up in the smoke and 
roar of the blast-off would catch 
the same thing, but Bert was the 
eyes of the world, with his glasses 


fyuddlf Was Blasted to Bits! 


trained on the carbon-black of the 
launching pad. 

“Three — two — one — F IRE!” 

A red button was pushed, and 
hundreds of electronic controls 
clicked into action. The wordless 
count was down into milliseconds 
while we crouched in the block- 
house, waiting for the shock waves 
to crash down and overwhelm us. 

But nothing happened. 

We had a dud. 

You could hear the shuddering 
sigh in the blockhouse; you could 
almost feel the easing of muscles, 
the loosening of tension. Somebody 
giggled, but it was cut off quickly 
in the dead silence. 

Every eye turned to Bert. Visual 
control. One man’s word against 
the 70 motionless needles on the 
control boards. 

“Outside disconnect valve has 
jammed,” Bert called quietly from 
his post by the slit in the concrete. 

Eighty-six tons of slim rocket 
poised 110 feet on the launching 
pad. It was stuffed with tons of 
invaluable instruments, crammed 
with explosive fuels more destruc- 
tive than any liquid ever combined 
on earth by man — and it was dead, 
inert, canceled out by a tiny valve 
the size of a man’s clenched fist. 

McCarthy, in charge of the 
launching, shook his head in dis- 
couragement. “Check the safety 
shut-offs,” he said quietly. “We’ll 
replace the valve, and start over 
again.” 

In the background one of the 
technicians started blowing dust 
from an instrument panel. Another 
looked around cautiously and 
started digging into his coveralls 
for a cigarette. But the guy at the 
main panel spun around on his 
stool. “Mac,” he called. “Give a 
look. That baby’s alive. She’s 
ready to go once that valve frees!” 

McCarthy went across the nar- 
row room like a deer clearing a 
windfall. He looked at the quiver- 
ing needle. He straightened up 
slowly. 

McCarthy didn’t have to say 
anything. The one-chance-in-a-mil- 
lion had happened. Automatic cut- 


off, the only safety device that 
kept a thousand engineers and me- 
chanics from being blown to bits, 
and safeguarded a fortune in equip- 
ment, had failed. The rocket was 
alive. Ready to go. In a second, a 
minute, an hour or a day. Any 
unprotected living thing within 
reach would be dead when the 
rocket burst into life. 

Bert crouched at the slit, his 
eyes to the binoculars focused on 
the slim pencil that poised on the 
blackened launching pad 100 yards 
away. But he had his ears cocked. 
He knew what was going on. He 
put the glasses down and started 
walking slowly across the room. He 
had his hand on the inner door. 
Then he threw it wide open, and 


was running through the outer 
safety door before any of us could 
realize what was happening. 

One of the men gave a yelp. 
There was a big stirring around. 
Somebody started out the door af- 
ter Bert. 

McCarthy rose up. “Back here, 
all of you! Back! Lock that door!” 

He grabbed the glasses and 
hunched down at the slit in the 
thick concrete walls. 

A hundred yards. Thirteen sec- 
onds. 

“He’s at the ladder,” McCarthy 
snapped. “He’s climbing up! He’s 
at the second platform. He’s reach- 
ing for the valve.” And then, al- 
most like a little prayer, he whis- 
( Continued on page 65) 



"We fired hundreds of those rocket missiles until we knew what made them tick." 




By LINCOLN JAMES 
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It’s got half of America 
jumping — and most of 
our doctors worried. For 
the first time, here’s the 
whole incredible story 


'T'hey came off the plains in 
twos and threes, on foot, on bus, 
in beat-up Fords, even in Cadillacs. 
Anyway they could move, they 
roared into Forth Worth, the most 
incredible gathering of super-heat- 
ed women since the funeral of 
Rudolph Valentino. Sixteen-year- 
old girls gouged his name in their 
arms with pen knives. Older wom- 
en screamed his name, shouted, 
“I’ve got my husband’s Cadillac 
outside. Come with me?” 

The source of the confusion: a 
21-year-old singer named Elvis 
Presley. The act : rock and roll. 
The meaning of it all: plain, un- 
adulterated sex. 

It happened in other places too, 
with and without Presley. 

In Brooklyn a group of 40-odd 
teenagers got on a subway a few 
minutes after midnight. By the 
time they had gotten off at Times 
Square 15 minutes later, they had 
made the following changes: rip- 
ped out four seats, which they 
flung through an open window onto 
the express tracks; removed all the 
light bulbs from their sockets, 
throwing the car into total dark- 
ness; broke two windows; and ter- 
rified the adult passengers whose 
misfortune it was to be in the sub- 
way at that precise moment. 

A week later the city of Cam- 
bridge, Mass., land of Harvard and 
home of the brave, had to call out 
20 policemen to deal with 3,000 
teenage girls who were running 
berserk through the august pre- 
cincts of the Massachusetts Insti- 
tute of Technblogy. 

And a week later, a horrified 
Minneapolis newspaper noted that 
a thousand 13-year-olds had ap- 


peared at a “midnight orgy of sin 
and lewd music” at a nearby fair- 
grounds, leaving behind them a 
trail of orange peels, paper cups, 
and broken window panes. 

Rock and roll is big time. But 
why? 

Said a psychologist: “Sure the 
kids love it. And why not? It’s the 
only sexual outlet most of them 
have. Let them dance, let them 


have a good time. If they don’t 
blow it off this way, you’re going 
to find them in a lot worse trouble.” 
In most states, the psychologist 
would have got an argument 
“Some of that music is crazy. Teen- 
agers have no business listening to 
disc jockeys at midnight. The way 
they’re going they’ll all have high 
blood pressure at 20,” says Mary E. 
Driscoll, all-powerful chairman of 
Boston’s licensing board. 

And a New Orleans operator: 
“We got to give them this stuff. 
But I don’t like it. Twenty years 
ago we called it dirty music.” 
Rock-and-roll music has swept 
the country like nothing else since 
swoon-crooner Frank Sinatra ad- 
dled teenage brains 15 years ago. 
Simplified, rock and roll is a “repe- 
titive, rhythmic music, dependent 
on mass hypnosis for its effect.” 
“It’s not,” says noted anthropolgist 
Antriem Warren, “much different 
from the drum rituals of Haiti.” 
And that’s where the objectors 
come in. “Its exciting tempos could 
endanger the morals of our youth,” 
Miss Driscoll says. 




Elvis Presley, new king of rock-and-roll fans, struts through his first big hit, "Heartbreak Hotel.' 


Is she right? Yes, say psycholo- 
gists. Here’s why: 

1) The rock-and-roll perfor- 
mance is a perfect recreation of the 
sex act. Beginning with soft, flut- 
tery tones from the saxophones, 
the volume increases until the vi- 
brato has reached a fever pitch. 
And then, all at once, the music 
lapses into a handful of spasmodic 
sounds, and ceases. 

2) The teenage listener is affect- 
ed sexually. The female mouth 
drops open, the eyes grow blank, 
the breathing grows heavy. 

3) The rock-and-roll lyric is 
suggestive. 

Essentially, rock and roll is a 
jazz by-product. Hot music poured 
out of the New Orleans brothels 
just at the beginning of this cen- 
tury. Since the beginning, it has 
16 


been a complicated form; modern, 
or progressive jazz, is even more so. 
It takes a heap of listening to make 
a harp a harmony. But as jazz de- 
veloped, it brought along with it 
simpler forms. Boogie-woogie was 
one of those. Today it’s rock-and- 
roll. 

Sexual or not, rock and roll is 
big business. Alan Freed, ex-Cleve- 
land disc jockey, will testify to 
that. Freed made himself a name 
in the midwest, was invited East 
by New York radio station WINS. 
He played rock-and-roll records, 
and shouted along with the music. 
The mail poured in. By last April 
he was big enough to run off a ten- 
day record-breaking rock-and-roll 
session at Brooklyn’s Paramount. 
Gross: $204,000, plus one wrecked 
subway car. 


Freed is not the only happy vic- 
tim of the rock-and-roll mania. 
Hollywood has kept right behind 
Freed with a Columbia-produced 
spectacular called “Rock Around 
the Clock.” In one city, the movie 
outdrew a Grace Kelly flicker on 
the day the Ranier-Kelly nuptials 
were being held. 

The title of the movie, it might 
be pointed out, was taken from a 
popular rock-and-roll tune of the 
same name. The rock-and-roll tune 
was in turn a variant of an old 
song, the words of which are fa- 
miliar to every man who ever don- 
ned Navy blues: “Now this is num- 
ber one, our story’s just begun; and 
this is number two, etc.” 

But by far the luckiest of rock 
and rollers is the 21-year-old Ken- 
tucky hillbilly who, in the short 




Exuberant fans at a Toronto concert roar approval; unlike some fans, these kids are not delinquents. 


space of two years, parlayed a gui- 
tar and a mobile face into a mil- 
lion-dollar personality. Elvis Pres- 
ley is gifted with more than an 
unusual name. His guitar-playing 
talent is slight; but when he works 
his hips back and forth, the girls 
go mad with delight. His attitude 
is one of hopeless sorrow, and when 
he sings his face works like the 
torments of a smashed frog. 

But RCA-Victor, a corporation 
not noted for its charitable in- 
stincts, purchased the Presley con- 
tract for $30,000, spent another 
five big bills for pre-release pro- 
motion. The bet payed off bigger 
than anyone had hoped. Presley 
currently has two songs at the top 
of the Hit Parade (one of which, 
Blue Suede Shoes, has the most 
unlikely title in the annals of show 


biz). 

What is Presley’s appeal? It’s 
hard to name all of it, easy to name 
some. Presley is actually as much 
a hillbilly stylist as a rock and 
roller. It’s a weird combination, but 
a successful one. For one thing, he 
looks more like teenage-idol Jim- 
my Dean than fans of the late 
movie actor would like to admit. 

For another, Presley on the stage 
squirms and his teenage female 
following seems to like it that way. 
At a recent “concert” in Corpus 
Christi, nearly one thousand dun- 
garee dolls chased him from the 
stage into his dressing room, 
pounded at the door for a half- 
hour while feverish police attempt- 
ed to drive them off. After that, 
there was no more rock and roll 
in Corpus Christi. 


Texas is not the only state to 
suffer at the hands of music-heated 
adolescents. In Minneapolis in 
April, 500 juveniles snake-danced 
out of the theatre where “Rock 
Around the Clock” was showing. 
They roared downtown to break 
windows, tear out lamp posts. 

Police were called out in La- 
Crosse, Wisconsin; in Bridgeport, 
Connecticut; in San Diego, Cali- 
fornia (where girls at a Presley re- 
vival meeting screamed so loud 
they drowned him out); in New 
York, where Brooklyn theatre 
owner Gene Pleshette pleaded with 
a two-block line of teeners to “go 
home, please.” 

And there was comment. Show 
biz bible, Variety, headlined thus: 

( Continued on page 55) 
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Before the bath, Sequin Gar- 
ner strikes the pose that has 
made her a burlesque hit. 



She portrays an art classit 

A girl in her bath has been the delight of artists and photogra- 
phers since the immortal "September Morn." On these and the 
next four pages is shown the 1956 editfon of that classic, a pho- 
tographer's sensitive portrayal of Geraldine "Sequin" Garner — 
before, during and after her bath. Verdict of most critics: just 
as good as the original. 




In tub, Sequin looks September Morn-ish. 
Ready to scrub, she shows a beautiful back. 


i 


? 





Out again — no hot water — a chilly Sequin warms up. In again — boiler's fixed — she casts an impish, saucy glance. 





She starts getting ready for theatre appearance. 
Pulling on robe, she's set for a sandwich, then . 


Now bright and shining, Sequin bounces out of the tub. 



. . . ONSTAGE! where her 
act has made' Sequin Na 
burlesaue sensation. This 
fall she’ll tour Europe. 




1 
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YELLING DEFIANTLY, HE STRUCK WITH 
THE TWISTED WIRE. THE HIDE PARTED 
LIKE WET PAPER — SPEWING GORE 

By GEORGE NUGENT 


V7es, I'D heard about the horse beaters of Ibo. But you hear a 
lot of queer things in the West African service and I paid little 
attention to it. 

Then, transferred to Eastern Railway Construction at Enugu, 
I saw them close-up — and I paid a price for looking. 

Our first camp at Enugu was under canvas. I arrived with three 
others in the midst of a howling tornado. When it was over and 
I’d moved my tent away from a nest of stink ants, I became aware 
of the drums throbbing off to the northeast. They went on until 
dawn, bumbling away in no particular rhythm, but tremendously 
impressive in the dripping silence that followed the thunderous 
fury of the tornado. 

Later I ran into Jim McLeod, an A.D.O. I had met in Port Har- 
court; learning that this end of Onitsha Province was under his 
administration, I asked him about the drums. 

“Some town putting on a dance?” 

“Obu Anyinya,” he said soberly. “The killing of a horse.” 

“What d’you mean?” I asked. “No horses here; this is tse-tse 
country.” 

“ Obu Anyinya is the name of one of the most powerful Ibo secret 
societies,” he told me. “Costs about forty pounds to join. Members 
wear ivory bracelets on their left wrist and long, blue cloths. It’s 
the most powerful religious, political and ( Continued on page 60) 
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THE 


BURLESQUE 

DANCER 

MURDER 


CASE 


By EDWARD D. RADIN 



Mildred Fogarty's last picture, 
taken shortly before the ro- 
mantic ferryboat ride from 
which she was never to re- 
turn alive. 


She resisted his tove with bites end kicks, 
but the strip-teaser wound up nude and dead 


S taten Island is a pleasant place to live — if you like 
to commute by ferry. Situated in New York Har- 
bor only a forty-five minute ride from frenetic Times 
Square, its scattered towns have retained much of their 
original rural flavor. The pace of life there is much 
slower than in the rest of New York City, and children 
have plenty of elbow room to roam about, plenty of 
space to keep such pets as horses, chickens and rab- 
bits. Certainly it is the last place one would expect to 
find the nude strangled body of a former burlesque 
dancer. 

On Wednesday, May 23, 1951, twelve-year-old Rob- 
ert McSorley was bored; it had been raining steadily 
for several days and he longed to get out into the open. 
Late that afternoon, when the downpour had slowed to 
a drizzle, the boy saddled his horse and set out for a 
canter. His destination was Todt Hill, about a mile 
from his home in Castleton Corners. 

When a little more than halfway up, the young boy 
spotted something white gleaming through the under- 
brush and he dismounted to investigate. A short time 
later, badly frightened, he was galloping his horse 
home. 

“I found a naked lady up on Todt Hill,” he blurted 
to his father, who wondered out loud if his son wasn’t 
watching too many crime shows on television. But the 


boy was so insistent that McSorley mounted the horse 
and went off to look for himself. 

A short time later police cars from the New Dorp 
precinct were on their way to the base of the hill. 
There are no auto roads on Todt Hill and the officers 
climbed up by foot. 

Visible through the underbrush, a few feet off the 
path, was the body of an attractive young woman, a silk 
scarf knotted tightly around her neck. Part of her 
body was still covered with twigs and leaves. It was 
apparent that the killer had covered the corpse with 
underbrush hoping that it would escape detection, 
but most of the covering had been washed away by 
the heavy rains. 

The woman, lying face up, had long chestnut hair, 
and light blue eyes. Her lips were heavily made up in 
the exaggerated large round mouth popularized by 
Hollywood. She was about five feet six inches tall, 
slender and shapely, and clad only in a pair of sheer 
nylon stockings and one green shoe. 

With no signs of a struggle in the heavy underbrush, 
Captain Carl I. Blank, head of the State Island detec- 
tives, reasoned that the murder had taken place else- 
where and the killer had hidden the body there. 

“It’s a cinch he couldn’t have carried her all the way 
up the hill, he told his men, ( Continued on page 46) 
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'It's Mildred! It's Mildred!" sobbed William Fogarty as he was shown his wife's body in morque. Then he collapsed. 27 






WE FOUGHT THE BLACK 


OF THE 
ARCTIC 

By ROY DAVEY 
as told to LESTER ATWOOD 


'They came on without stopping, 
mouths open, needle teeth snapping 
wildly. We smashed with our clubs, 
desperately, in a welter of blood' 


rpHE GRIMY little motorship, St. 

George, weathered the Unimak 
Pass and headed northwest into 
the Bering Sea. 

“Where the hell are we bound?” 
I asked Chuck Dunbar, another 
utility man. 

He glanced at Captain Evans be- 
hind us in the wheelhouse. 

“Going sealing, sonny,” Evans’s 
bass voice was a hoarse rasp. 

“Wait a minute. That’s illegal,” 
I yelled. “I — ” 

“Yeah. Ain’t we the bad ones!” 
Evans leered, his red eyes bloody 
slits between white eyelashes. 
“What did you think this is, sonny, 
a Caribbean cruise?” 

“My God!” I muttered to Chuck. 
“We’ll all end up in jail!” 

Before that voyage was over, I’d 
have given an arm to be safe in 
jail. Matter of fact I nearly did 
give an arm. And not willingly. 

I was out of the service and still 
hadn’t seen enough. I had to hang 
around Tacoma looking for a final 
splash of excitement before going 
home to my job in the middle west. 
So when I ran into Captain Evans 
of the St. George, who needed 
hands for a voyage to Alaskan 
ports, I put in for a job. 

Evans, a big scoundrel, had pink 
hair, what was left of it, white eye- 
lashes, a chin like a ram and a 
nose that had been broken too of- 
ten. He weighed about 210 and his 
tattooed arms were like those of a 
gorilla. His voice was a hoarse 
whisper, though later he showed he 
could outbellow a gale of wind. 

He looked me over so long I 
was ready to say something. Then 
he grinned. 

“Utility man,” he rasped. “Eighty 
a month.” 

That was well below union scale. 
But I had no papers. 

“Where we bound?” I asked. 

“Anchorage, back in about ten 
weeks.” 

The St. George was a dirty tub 
that stank of grease. Not much 
cargo space and that stowed with 
creosoted piles and railroad ties. 
The rest of the crew — there was a 
mob — staggered aboard around 
seven. For a hundred-foot vessel it 
seemed 20 men was a lot. But, as 
I said, I wasn’t thinking much 
in those days. 

I put in with Chuck Dunbar, a 
dark Canadian from Winnipeg. 
The rest were a hard lot of corner 
boys and Chuck warned me to 
keep my valuables about me at all 
times. Evans was captain and 
29 
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Bull seal swivels on the ice on his 
belly, bellowing madly as his harem is 
invaded. Open water in background 
signaled the break-up of sea ice. 


Avent, his mate, was also chief en- 
gineer; I think they owned the 
vessel jointly. 

What I didn’t know was that 
Evans was waiting for the June 
beaching of the cows. The old bull 
seals come early to breed. They 
establish their grounds, wait for 
the cows to come and drop their 
pups. When the cows are ready to 
mate again, the big bulls corral as 
many as possible and hold them 
until they leave again around Sep- 
tember. Among the cows are the 
bachelors and yearlings. They 
beach and form gangs which try 
to get cows away from the old 
bulls. 

Those bachelors are the ones 
hunted for their pelts. They’re pro- 
tected, too, by the U.S., Canada 
and Russia. Besides government 
coast guard vessels, there are pri- 
vate seal collectors, working under 
concessions from the governments. 

They don’t wait for coast guards 
to handle any poachers. 

Chuck Dunbar was as ignorant 
as I was. But what could we do? 

“If we try any funny business 
with this gang,” Chuck said to me 
one night, “they’re likely to knock 
us over the heads and leave us.” 
So when Evans passed out hard- 
wood clubs like baseball bats to 
kill seals, Chuck and I made sure 
we got a pair. 

For two days we passed small 
pods of seals swimming on our 
course. Then, as we sighted a misty 
lump on the horizon, the sea sud- 
denly became full of smooth point- 
ed heads. A dense fog closed in 
as we moved slowly towards land. 
I don’t know what island it was, 
but it must have been part of the 
Pribiloff group. 

But that Evans had nerve. He 
ran in until we could hear the 
boom of surf and backed his en- 
gines while three boats were low- 
ered with six men in each. We 
bucked through the surf and land- 
ed with a crash on a rocky, sloping 
beach. Man! It stank. All around 
us we could hear barking, roaring, 
sniffling and whining. 

A big old bull seal came bub- 
bling out of the gloom and Avent, 
in charge of the shore party, head- 
ed us along the beach until there 
was open space. 

“Bachelors’ll be over that way,” 



he called. “Get the boats along 
here and drag ’em clear of the 
water. We start killing in the 
morning.” 

The St. George had pulled away 
soon as we left her; she didn’t want 
to risk being sighted by a coast 
guard patrol. 

We curled up in the lee of the 
boats but it was miserably cold; 
the fog seemed to soak into our 
clothes like water. But we slept 
until the mate came around whack- 
ing our feet with his club. 

Then the slaughter started. The 
sea was like oil in the fog and all 
about us milled — big seals — bark- 
ing, twitching their whiskers and 
edging over toward the family 
beaches. 


“Split ’em up into small pods,” 
Avent ordered. “Go ahead, you two 
greenhorns. All you got to do is 
knock ’em over the head.” 

The crew ran among the animals 
that heaved and flopped out of 
their way. A big Irishman swung 
his club and blood spattered the 
rocks as the animal gave its death 
bound. 

Then the rest were among them 
striking like madmen. The terri- 
fied animals fought desperately to 
escape but the clubs caught them 
and they went sprawling, barking, 
whining, screaming as they died. 
Inside an hour over a hundred 
dead seals lay about us. Dunbar 
took a half hearted swing at one. 
It ducked and the club broke its 


shoulder. 

It screamed piteously and I 
rushed forward to bash its head in. 

Behind us men were splitting 
the warm carcases and ripping the 
blubber-larded hides off to pile 
them beside the boats. Others went 
inland, chasing panicking seals into 
the hills above the beach. 

I was among a bounding, bark- 
ing herd. One took a snap at me. 
I struck it down. Another sharp 
mask bobbed at me. I flailed at the 
smooth heads until my arm was 
tired and my pants soaked with 
blood and gore. 

Once I saw a fat New England- 
er scoop a handful of blood from 
a kicking seal and drink it* “Good 
for what ails you,” he winked at 


me, blood running down his chin. 

That did it. I reeled off behind 
a rock to throw up. Now I could 
smell all the filth and my hands 
and clothes were slimy with it. I 
lay drained and weak for half an 
hour. Then Avent found me. 

“No guts, eh?” he jeered. “Come 
down here, you crumb, and load 
pelts.” 

They had shoved the boats back 
into the water. Chuck and another 
fellow were heaving the freezing 
pelts into them. I gave a hand and 
we loaded 600 pelts by the time 
the last boat pulled out into the 
fog. 

“Okay, you guys,” Avent shout- 
ed. “You two get up there in the 
gulley. We’ll drive up to you. Stand 


by and see none get past you.” 
There were a dozen men left; 
the others had taken the boats out. 
Chuck and I climbed the shelving 
beach and entered a sort of ravine 
between steep rock walls. But what 
Avent didn’t know was that this 
was no gully. It was a dead-end 
crevice in the rock blocked by 
cliffs too steep for any living things 
to climb. 

“I’m for taking it easy,” Chuck 
said. “I’ve had enough of smashing 
those beasts. Let ’em drive ’em 
into this place and do their own 
bloody slaughtering.” 

We could hear shouting, the 
smash of clubs and piteous bleat- 
ing. We were deep in the cleft, our 
( Continued on -page 63) 
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THE TRUTH 
ABOUT THOSE 

FRENCH 

POSTCARDS 


Most of them could be shown to even 
your Aunt Tilly. Here’s the riotous story 
behind one of the most amazing de- 
ceptions of World War II 



''Od«" s< V ,e ’" by Fat S ' 


Y° ur ’ e by yourself, walking 
down the Champs Elysees in 
Paris. Suddenly this guy appears 
in front of you. He is small and 
olive-complexioned, and he is 
wearing a suit coat and white shirt, 
buttoned at the collar but tieless. 
He catches your eye. Just as you 
pass he opens his hand, flashes a 
little pink packet, whispers out of 
the corner of his mouth in English : 

“Pictures? Frenchy pictures?” 

Or you are walking down the 
Rue de Rivoli next to the Tuileries. 
This time it is more brazen, for 
you’ve got a girl with you. You 
spot another of these little guys 
way down the street and you try 
to lose his eye. You turn your girl 
into one of the shops and you stall 
for time. Then you look outside. 
Nobody is there. You decide you 
can leave. But there he is waiting 
for you on the sidewalk. 

“Joe?” He flashes a pink packet 
too, smiles, “You want pictures, 
Joe?” 

When you finally get rid of him 
your girl says: 

“What was he trying to sell you? 
Pornography?” 

And you may have trouble an- 
swering her questions. 

A lot of Americans have been 
asking questions about the little 
Paris street vendors of pornogra- 
phy. Some have been finding the 
answers by personal experience. I 
was talking recently with the Paris 
representative of a large and re- 
spected American private detective 
agency. 


By GIAN L. GIAN 

“Each year we have two, three 
men take the trouble to come to 
our offices about these Paris post 
cards. It’s their fault if they get 
drunk and spend fifty dollars for 
this kind of stuff and then get 
stung. But some of them get real 
sore and they come to us and they 
want to get their money back from 
the racket.” 

“Why? Where’s the racket?” 
“It’s the pornography.” 

“What about it?” 

And he explained it to me, this 
strange story of Paris, nude pic- 
tures and men known as the came- 
lots or street vendors. Petty racke- 
teers, they usually have a police 
record of many arrests, few convic- 
tions. They sell statues of the Eif- 
fel Tower or cheap rugs or paste 
jewelry (under the guise of push- 
ing stolen goods). They work twice 
the hours of an honest Frenchman 
for half the pay, but they scoff at 
steady hours as the worst fate that 
could befall a man. 

Jacques Martiner, a cripple, was 
a camelot. He sold little statues 
along the Champs Elysees and 
along the Rue de Rivoli. 

When Paris was captured by the 
Nazis in the early days of World 
War II, Jacques vowed he’d help 
throw out the invaders. One night 
he lay in his bed in a little pension 
on the Left Bank near the Sor- 
bonne. Outside he could hear the 
German troops stopping students 


and interrogating them, sometimes 
letting them go, sometimes running 
them in. He cursed himself, a crip- 
pled camelot selling his wares most- 
ly to the very men he detested. 

Then he had an idea. 

The next day Jaques went to the 
Louvre and the Musee de Paris 
and to half a dozen famous French 
art galleries. Up and down the 
aisles he hobbled, taking careful 
notes. When he arrived home that 
night he called a photographer 
friend of his. 

“How hard is it to get film?” 
Jacques asked. 

“Impossible.” 

“There is absolutely none?” 

“Well, perhaps a little. Why?” 

“Meet me at the Bete Noire and 
I’ll explain. These telephones . . . 
you can’t trust them.” 

“At the Bete Noire in half an 
hour.” 

Before Jacques had finished ex- 
plaining his project to his photog- 
rapher friend both men were hold- 
ing their sides with laughter, and 
the photographer promised to see 
what he could do. They separated. 
A few hours later the photogra- 
pher reappeared in a German uni- 
form, an extremely dangerous 
thing to do during the Occupation. 
He posed as a morale officer for 
the German Army; Jacques acted 
as his interpreter. 

They set off for the first museum 
Jacques had visited earlier. 

“We want to see the curator,” 
Jacques announced. They flashed 
( Continued on page ) 





Warm-up before bout includes stretching with wrestler's help. Says Penny: "I can hear my bones popping." 


There’s Utile glamor— just bone-crunching hard work 


r l^HERE have been hundreds of 
stories and thousands of pic- 
tures about women wrestlers, but 
— to the knowledge of the editors 
— never before has a story been 
done about these girls which in- 
cludes their activities before and 
after they grapple on the mat. 

To tell this story, RAGE assign- 
ed a photographer and reporter to 
follow 21-year-old Penny Banner 
as she prepared for a match with 


June Byers in Denver, Colo. Pen- 
ny, who hails from St. Louis, Mo., 
first became interested in wrestling 
at the age of 18 when she took 
some defensive-judo classes at a 
local YWCA. She was so good that 
she was offered a job wrestling pro- 
fessionally; she didn’t know very 
much about the sport but the pay 
was good — far better than she was 
making as a cashier — and there 
was the opportunity to travel. 


Since then, she’s had three or 
four matches a week all over the 
United States, Canada and Mexico. 
Her life is a crowded, busy one — 
rushing from hotel to train to lock- 
er room to hotel and then to an- 
other train. 

The pictures on these and the 
next four pages show the most im- 
portant moments of Penny’s busy 
life — just before, during and after 
a match. 
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Ready to meet public, she talks to promoter. 


Before bout, Penny is checked by doctor, found in good shape. 

On her way to face opponent June Byerly, Penny shows her fans how well she fills out her brief wrestling costume. 




Baffle sfarts wifh Penny geffing fhe upper hand, dropping a screaming June to the mat wifh a neat flip. 
Penny apparenfly has baffle won as she pins June... . . . buf June rips back fo pin Penny and win. 
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Her strength back, she checks how much damage was done. 


After a quick shower, Penny dresses, straightens her seams. 



A night's work done, she trudges back to hotel for a nap before an overnight train ride to Chicago. 



A THUNDERBOLT 


He was the bravest, toughest 'shooter* in the oit fields, a man 
who bandied nitro tike it was candy — except when it rained! 


By HARRY BOTSFORD 


Cure i was scared. What do you think? The 
^ powerful truck was roaring down the narrow 
woods road at more than 60 miles an hour on a 
road where 25 miles an hour was fast. And I 
was carrying a cargo that needed only a slight 
jar to blow me to kingdom come. 

The truck lurched over a jutting stump and 
Augie Bond twisted the wheels just enough to 
avoid another stump. The engine’s roar was lost 
in a savage blast of thunder; the darkness was 
split with a blinding and vicious stab of light- 


ning. Augie’s face was twisted with fear and hor- 
ror; his foot pressed harder on the accelerator. 
The truck leaped ahead faster and faster, like 
a spurred horse. The rack of empty shells in the 
twin cradles on the back of the truck rattled 
ominously as if they were shrilling for help. 

It was a wild, terror-stricken ride. I was 17 
years of age and I have never forgotten it. 

“Augie! Augie!” I screamed. “For God’s sake, 
slow down! Slow down!” 

He didn’t answer. ( Continued on page 56) 











The murderers gathered at the tavern, 
in high humor, until the door swung open 
and the murdered man walked in .. . 


By HOWARD CRANDALL 


John Michael Malloy, as usual, 
** had been drinking hard that 
December night in 1935 when he 
walked into Tony Marino’s bar in 
the Bronx. Tony was behind the 
bar, polishing glasses. He looked 
up at Malloy’s haggard face and 
said jestingly to his bartender: 

“You know, Murphy, Malloy 
looks all in. He ain’t got much 
longer to go. The stuff is gettin’ 
him.” 

Then a sudden thought bright- 
ened Tony’s gloomy mind and 
from that moment a fantastic chap- 
ter in the annals of the physical 
durability of man began to unfold. 
And before it was over, Malloy so 
defied the accepted limits of hu- 
man endurance that many were 
convinced the medical books had 
sold man short — of men like Mal- 
loy, at least. 

Mike Malloy shuffled up to the 
bar and stared longingly at the 
rows of whiskey bottles against the 
mirror. He had no money and both 
Tony Marino and Joe Murphy, 
partners who owned the tavern, 
knew it. But Tony decided to be 
expansive. 

“Have one on the house, Mich- 
ael, my boy,” said Tony. “It’s cold 
enough outside to freeze a man 
stiff. You’d better warm up a 
while.” Tony was in his middle 
forties and Malloy was well into 
his sixties, but half the population 
of Third Avenue was “my boy” to 
the tavern owner. 

Mike was amazed. He had ex- 
pected to mooch a drink or two 
from one of Tony’s more sympa- 
thetic customers at best. But to 
have Tony himself set ’em up! It 
was almost too much. 

“What a wonderful world,” Mike 
mused, thinking the coming Christ- 
mas had something to do with 
Tony’s largesse. 

Tony came around the bar, pull- 
ed up a stool and sat down next 
to Mike. 


“My boy,” he said, “I’ve been 
curious to know your age. I bet 
Murphy here that you weren’t a 
day over 48. He says you’re past 
60. What about it?” 

Malloy downed his drink in a 
gulp and pushed -his empty glass 
back to Murphy, as if a refill were 
the price of an answer. 

“So you think I’m over 60, do 
you?” Malloy measured his words 
slowly as he watched the bartend- 
er pour. With the whiskey safely 
in hand, he added jubilantly: 

“I’m 64 — be 65 next Easter Sun- 
day. And I can drink harder and 
longer and faster than any man 20 
years under me.” 


Tony frowned at Malloy’s words 
and walked away. In his office — a 
cluttered table beside a sink in the 
back room of the tavern — he sat 
down, picked up a pencil and be- 
gan figuring on paper. Soon he 
came out again and returned to 
Malloy, who was now chatting 
gaily as he recounted the adven- 
tures of his rugged youth in a crack 
hook-and-ladder company. 

“Mike, my boy,” said Tony, 
“where were you born?” 

“Right here in the beautiful 
Bronx, next door to the old fire- 
house,” Malloy replied. He was 
rapidly becoming saturated by 
{Continued on page 52) 
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you've read about her, seen pictures of her. How find out what 
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Italy's most luscious star is REALLY tike . . . 


By RAY ADAMS 


T^rom time to time, rage will go to the women who 
make headlines, girls like Marilyn, Gina, Anita. 
We’ll go behind the publicity claptrap, behind all the 
hall-truths and whole lies told and written about these 
stars. To get at the real truth, our reporters will set 
down their interviews exactly as they happened, in 
question-and-answer form. Our first subject: Italy’s 
most rapidly-rising star, beauteous Sophia Loren 
(opp.p.). 


Q. I’ve shaken hands with a lot of movie actresses, 
Sophia, but I’ve never felt a hand as smooth as yours. 
How do you keep them that way? 

A. Olive oil. Every night before I go to bed I mas- 
sage my hands with three tablespoonfuls of it. 

Q. Do you ... I mean . . . this olive oil massage, is 
tn«t only for your hands? 

A. How much olive oil do you think I can afford? 

Q. All you want, from what I hear. They say your 
annual income is about one million dollars a year, after 
taxes. 

A. That may be true, I wouldn’t know. Mama hand- 
les all my money. I give her my paychecks; she gives 
me my allowance, and pays all the bills. We call her. 
the family banker. 

Q. I suppose you spend most of your money on 
clothes? 

A. You suppose wrong. I only buy enough clothes to 
keep warm and decently covered. So many girls must 
buy expensive clothes to give themselves an attractive 
figure. I’m lucky, I have the figure to begin with, no? 

Q. Yes. And while we’re on the subject, how do you 
manage to keep that figure in a country where most 
of the good food is so fattening? Do you have to say 
no to the pasta? 

A. You’re so right. Spaghetti, I love it. In Naples, 
before I am a movie star, I eat spaghetti twice a day. 
Even after I come to Rome, even after I am no longer 
Sofia Scicolone but Sophia Loren, I still eat a dish of 
it every day. Then my maid begins to complain that 
my dresses are shrinking. She is tactful. So I look in 
the mirror and see the truth . . . here . . . and here, and 
here. So now I must cut out all pasta. 

Q. What do you do for fun? 

A. I drive fast. A Fiat 1400, custom-made. What’s 
funny is I never get speeding tickets, only parking 
tickets. 

Q. Do you pay for them out of your allowance, or 
does Mama pay for them? 

A. Now you’re teasing. I pay them. They are only 
300 lire each — about 50 cents in your money. 

Q. How are the night clubs in Rome? 

A. I never go out at night. I stay home with my 
mother and sister, and we read or talk. 

Q. Sophia, you know that sounds like something a 
publicity man made up for you to say. 

A. But it’s true. And you know why? Because Ital- 
ians are very jealous people, especially jealous of the 
people they make stars out of. If they read about me 
wearing expensive gowns and going out night-clubbing 


all the time they would think I was flaunting my mon- 
ey in their faces. They would begin to say, “Who does 
that Loren think she is?” 

Q. O.K., so you stay home. There’s a story that your 
favorite pastime at home is to take off all your clothes 
and dance by yourself, in your bedroom, to mambo 
records. 

A. Do you believe it? 

Q. I’d like to. It creates a certain picture. 

A. Well, it’s not entirely true. You see, I also some- 
times dance to music from my bedroom radio, too. 

Q. Have you sung or danced in any of your movies? 

A. I just finished one called La Donna de Fiume, 
The River Girl, and there’s one scene in it where I 
sort of hum a wordless tune and wiggle around a bit. 
The director said it was very effective. 

Q. Do you think Italian movies have been so suc- 
cessful in America because of their emphasis on sex? 

A. They don’t emphasize sex nearly as much as most 
of your Hollywood movies. We take it for granted 
that women have bodies; Americans make a big fuss 
over it. 

Q. Have you ever had to pose for, say, a calendar, 
before you got into the movies? 

A. No. But for a couple of years I was a model for 
the pictures that illustrate the love stories in some of 
our confession magazines. But I was always fully 
clothed, never partially undressed or nude. Many oth- 
er Italian actresses started their careers the same way. 
Gina Lollobrigida, for instance. 

Q. According to your publicity people, your bust 
measures 38 inches, larger than Gina’s. Would you say 
that was accurate? 

A. Gina and I are not in that kind of competition 
with each other. 38? I don’t know. Maybe 39. I haven’t 
measured myself lately. 

Q. The movie you’re making now co-stars Charles 
Boyer. How is it to work with him? 

A. Delightful. He speaks French, I speak Italian, so 
we cannot possibly argue. 

Q. Will you make some American movies? 

A. Paramount wants me to go to India for them; 
other studios want me to go here, go there. I don’t 
know! I’ll follow my manager’s advice. Perhaps it 
would be best to keep on making pictures in Italy, 
where one can be more honest. 

Q. I’ve been watching you for a week, now, Sophia. 
You get to work at 8 a.m., work through till 6 or 7 
then go to the sound studio to dub voices. They tell 
me you have been doing this for two years straight, 
without a break. Why do you work so hard? 

A. In the last three years I’ve made 17 movies with- 
out a day off in between. But it doesn’t seem like work 
when you enjoy what you’re doing. 

Q. Come now. Some people say you’re trying to 
make all the hay you can while the sun shines, that 
you’re worried about the pretty young Italian actresses 
who’d like to take your place. 

A. Take a good look. Close. Do you think I need to 
be worried? 

Q. I should say not. 
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WE’LL RIPPLE YOUR 
BODY WITH 
LOAD T-N-T IN YOUR 
FISTS . . . say Joe 
and Ted Kluszewski 


Look yourself over. Are you 
popular or “second best”? 
Let Champions build you a 
power-packed body that 
your friends will admire! 


Joe develops 
your confidence 
while slugger 
Ted reveals 
his power 
secrets. 


The National Sports Council offers you the 
exclusive Conditioning Course of Great 
Champions. Just 15 minutes a day of excit- 
ing. interesting fun at home — without ex- 
pensive special equipment. Complete set of 
special Exercises is yours for only $1.00. 
Guaranteed to show results in ten days or 
your money back! Act today! 



GREAT STARS LEAD YOU 
TO ATHLETIC GLORY . . . 

WH1TEY LOCKMAN explains how you 
remove fat . . . stimulate circulation and 
loosen up for action .... LOTS OF FUN 
YOGI BERRA gives you the Manly Art 
Test. The American League’s most valuable 
player builds up your confidence ... QUICI 1 


KID GAVILAN sharpens your reflexes... 
develops your stamina and toughens your 
body WITH LITTLE EFFORT 

EXTRA! You’ll also receive exciting ma- 
terial from the Champions' Manly Art of 
Self Defense Home Course . TRULY AMAZING 


FREE — Joe Louis' 24 page 
trim booklet " Fight Secrets,' 

L q •) you act at once, 


Enclosed is $1 for the Home 
Course of the Champions. I mi 
in 10 days or my money is refunded 
ately. ’’Fight Secrets" is a gift in a 



ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE | 

MAIL COUPON I 
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BURLESQUE DANCER 
MURDER CASE 

Continued from page 26 


“so he must have killed her near 
here.” He ordered them to fan out 
through the woods and search for 
clues. It was after five p.m., the 
rain had started again, and visibil- 
ity was poor as officers began their 
search with flashlights. 

Meanwhile, Assistant Medical Ex- 
aminer Dominic J. DiMaio arrived 
from Brooklyn. He said the victim 
had been in her early twenties and 
estimated that she had been dead 
for about four days. The physician 
added that bruise marks on her 
throat indicated that the killer had 
first throttled her with his hands, 
and had tied the scarf about her 
neck later. 

The first find was made about a 
hundred yards away when officers 
suddenly came upon the crumbling 
fieldstone foundation of an old 
burned-out house. Flashlights train- 
ed down into the shallow excava- 
tion showed up a rain-soaked bun- 
dle wrapped in newspaper. 

Before unwrapping the package, 
the officers noted that the news- 
paper was a late Saturday night 
edition. This checked with the time 
of the murder as set by the med- 
ical examiner. The bundle contain- 
ed a torn nylon brassiere with the 
words “Deep ’n' Secret” stenciled 
across it, six envelopes, and several 
slips of green paper. Scrawled in 
pencil on the outside of three of 
the envelopes was the figure “$100,” 
while the other three were marked 
“$50.” The envelopes were empty. 
The slips of paper turned out to be 
cash voucher forms bearing the im- 
print of a television manufacturing 
concern in Clifton, New Jersey. 

A bit further up the hill the 
searchers picked up a woman’s 
shoulder bag. It was empty, and the 
manufacturer’s label had been torn 
out. The missing clothes, including 
the mate to the green shoe, were 
finally found in the woods some five 
hundred feet from the body. The 
clothes were wrapped in a woman’s 
black and yellow checked raincoat, 
the sleeves of which were turned 
inside out as if the garment had 
been pulled from her. The rest of 
her clothes showed similar signs of 
violence. Her green and blue plaid 
dress was torn from the waist to 
the hemline, a yellow half-slip, 
edged with lace, was turned inside 
out, while a pair of sheer pink 
panties containing the embroidered 
inscription “Tuesday— All My Love,” 
were torn on one side. 


A teletype description of the mur- 
dered woman was sent to all police 
stations in New York City and fur- 
nished to newspaper reporters. 
Photographers were allowed to take 
pictures of the distinctive checked 
raincoat for newspaper reproduc- 
tion to assist in identifying her. 

Meanwhile, the rest of the cloth- 
ing, the envelopes and the voucher 
slips were turned over to members 
of the Technical Research Labora- 
tory for scientific study. 

Early the following morning a 
desk lieutenant in the West Forty- 
seventh Street station house in 
Manhattan read the teletyped de- 
scription and recalled that on Sun- 
day a man named William Fogarty, 
who lived in a hotel on the same 
street, had reported his wife, Mil- 
dred, twenty-three, missing. The 
description he gave seemed to 
match that of the murder victim 
on Staten Island. 

A detective was sent to pick him 
up and take him to the Sea View 
Hospital morgue. Fogarty, a massive 
truck driver of some two hundred 
and sixty pounds, burst into tears 
when shown the garments found in 
the woods. “They belonged to 
Mickey,” he sobbed. He collapsed 
when shown the body. “It’s Mildred, 
it’s Mildred,” he repeated over and 
over. 

Fogarty could not account for his 
wife’s going to Staten Island. He 
had seen her last on Saturday af- 
ternoon when she had left the ho- 
tel, saying she would be out for a 
while. When she failed to return by 
Sunday morning he checked by 
telephone with her mother who liv- 
ed in the Bronx, learned she wasn’t 
there, and then reported her miss- 
ing. 

Born Doreathy Mildred Sarasky, 
Fogarty’s wife had dropped her first 
name because she felt it was too 
fancy. She had worked as a bur- 
lesque dancer in New Orleans but, 
tiring of the bump and grind rou- 
tine, had returned to New York. He 
met her the previous year. She had 
been trying to get a break in show 
business. 

Fogarty said he was temporarily 
out of work because of an arm in- 
jury, and Mildred had pitched in 
by working part time as waitress in 
various restaurants in the Times 
Square and Chelsea sections of 
Manhattan. When she worked she 
would earn as high as fifteen to 
twenty dollars a day, and they were 
able to get along. 

Recalling that no jewelry had 
been found on the murdered wom- 
an, Captain Blank questioned the 
husky driver on this point. Fogarty 
said she always wore a wedding 
ring, an inexpensive ring, a gold 
wrist watch and a cross on a silver 
chain. 

Experts at the Technical Re- 




the First Book 
of its kind 
ever Published 



for Professionals 

by Konradi Leitner 

A book that goes beyond the mere demonstration of the technique 
of hypnotising. Now for the first time the real secrets of hypnotism 
are revealed. The mental processes of both hypnotist and subject are 
bared so that the student can understand what really goes on. 
leitner explains not only how to hypnotize but the reason for every 
act, gesture and spoken word. The student no longer need imitate 
blindly but really know and understand why! 

SPECIAL FEATURE! MEDICAL HYPNOTISM! 

A full chapter is devoted to a demonstration of how hypnotism is 
used as a therapeutic device. 

Actual case histories showing how hypnotism is used as an aid in 
overcoming difficulties arising from psychological causes are given. 


It's easy to follow these instructions 


A Few Quotes From Important Publications 


The American Journal of the 
Medical Sciences 

Interesting and honk discussion of hyp- 
hypnotist. The presentation of malarial and 

dignified. Tha conciseness of the " how to 
do it“ technique is commendable. 


THE SAN FRANCISCO PROGRESS 

mote, bur on instrument which may one doy 

RETAIL BOOKSELLER 

The science of hypnotism explained in 
detail. The author, o professional hypnotist, 
shows the scientific value of hypnalism. 


full-page pholagrophs and a glossary of 

LOS ANGELES EXAMINER 

Step-by-step explanation of techniques of 
stoge and therapeutic hypnotism by a prac- 
titioner of the former. Hot voluohle bib- 
liography. 

JOURNAL OF APPLIED PSYCHOLOGY. 

Clear and interesting. 
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| Offer valid only if sent on this coupon . , , MAIL TODAY! ^ 

STRAVON PUBLISHERS, Dept. HP-7412 
43 West 61st St., New York 23. N. Y. 
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offer. Send me Hypnotism for Professionals for 10 days free 
examination. 
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HowYouCanMaster 

W ENGLISH 

-inlSMuiuiesaDaij! 

T HOUSANDS make mis- 
takes in English — and 
don’t know it. It is surpris- 
ing how many persons say 
“between you and I" instead 
of “between you and me” ; 
use “who” for “whom”; and 
mispronounce the simplest 
words. Most persons use 
only common words — color- 
less. flat, ordinary. Their 
speech and their letters are 
lifeless, dull, humdrum, 
largely because they lack confidence in their use 
of language. 

What Does Your English Say About You? 

Does your English help or hinder you? Every 
time you talk, every time you write, you show 
what you are. When you use the wrong word, 
when you punctuate incorrectly, when you use 
trite or commonplace words, you handicap your- 
self enormously. English, the very tool you 
should use to improve your business or social 
position, holds you back. You don't realize it, 
for people are too polite to tell you about your 
mistakes. 

But now Sherwin Cody offers you a common- 
sense method of acquiring a mastery of English 
in only a few minutes a day. It's so easy for you 
to stop making the mistakes in English which 
have been hindering you and learn to present 
your ideas clearly, forcefully, convincingly, on 
all occasions — without even thinking about it! 



100% Self-Correcting Device 

The basic principle of Mr. Cody's new method 
is habit-forming. Suppose he himself were stand- 
ing forever at your elbow. Every time you mis- 
pronounced or misspelled a word, every time you 
violated correct grammatical usage, every time 
you used the wrong word to express your mean- 
ing, suppose you could hear him whisper -. "That 
is wrong, it should be thus and so." In a short 
time you would habitually use the correct form 
and the right words in speaking and writing. 

Mr. Cody's 100% Self-Correcting Device (upon 
which he holds a patent i does exactly this. 
It is his silent voice behind you. ready to speak 
out whenever you commit an error. It finds your 
mistakes and concentrates on them. You are not 
drilled upon anything you already know ; and, 
unlike the old ways of learning English, there 
are no rules to memorize. 

No more than fifteen minutes a day is required 
— and not of study, but of fascinating practice ! 
Those who take advantage of Mr. Cody’s method 
gain a facility of speech that marks them as edu- 
cated persons in whatever society they find them- 
selves. They gain the self-confidence and self- 
respect which this ability inspires. As for ma- 
terial reward, certainly the importance of good 
English in the race for success cannot be over- 
estimated. Surely no one can advance far with- 
out it. 

Write for FREE BOOK 


A book explaining Mr. Cody’s invention is 
ready. If you are ever embarrassed by mistakes 
in grammar, spelling, pronunciation, punctua- 
tion, or if your vocabulary is limited, this new 
free book. "Hon You Can Master Good English 
in 15 Minutes a Day," will prove a revelation to 
you. It can be had free upon request. There is 
no obligation. Send the coupon, a letter or 
postal card now. (No agent will call.) SHERWIN 
CODY COURSE IN ENGLISH, 22011 Central 
Drive, Port Washington. N.Y. 


I SHERWIN CODY COURSE IN ENGLISH 
' 220fl Control Drive. Port Washington, N. Y. 
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search Laboratory had been able to 
raise some faded pencil writing on 
the slips. 

A list was compiled of all the res- 
taurants and taverns in which the 
burlesque dancer had worked or 
was known. This proved to be very 
lengthy and Detectives Sabrini and 
Romer took over the job of check- 
ing them to see if they could pick 
up her trail from the time she left 
the hotel Saturday afternoon. 

They kept at the task for days, 
finally arriving at the Yorkshire 
Tavern on West Twenty-third 
Street not far from the fashionable 
London Terrace. Two waitresses, 
Arline Gorman and Lorraine Men- 
trak, said they knew Mickey. They 
had last seen her on the Thursday 
before the murder. She had been 
with a man named Eddie Dolling, a 
frequent patron of the tavern. 

The two girls exchanged glances. 
“There’s something funny about 
this," one of them said finally. Both 
girls lived in a small hotel not far 
from the restaurant. Several days 
after the murder, Dolling had 
dropped into the tavern, told the 
waitresses he lived in the same ho- 
tel, and invited them to come up to 
his room. As an inducement he had 
shown them some jewelry and said 
he would give it to them. 

“What kind of jewelry?” Sabrini 
asked. 

“That’s what’s funny,” Miss Men- 
trak replied. “He had a ring and a 
watch and they looked familiar to 
both of us. We think they belonged 
to Mickey.” They had declined the 
invitation. 

The detectives hurried to the ho- 
tel, only to learn that Dolling had 
not been seen since Saturday. His 
room had since been rented. The 
officers asked for and received the 
registration card to check on the 
address Dolling had used when he 
signed in. The man had given his 
address at 323 Prince’s Bay Road, 
Staten Island. 

The officers knew that there was 
no street with that name on Staten 
Island but there was a Princess 
Bay section. Evidently the man who 
had given the false address knew 
that area well and would be famil- 
iar with Todt Hill. 

Detective Sabrini telephoned the 
information to Captain Blank at 
his headquarters on Staten Island. 
Detective Alfred Kane recalled hav- 
ing made an arrest at 323 Seguine 
Avenue in the Princess Bay section 
some years before and looked 
through his files until he found the 
record. 

The incident had occurred in 
1938. The man was not named Doll- 
ing, but August Jagusch, and he 
had a record of arrests for assault, 
petit larceny, burglary and extor- 
tion. He was a small, gaunt man 
with deep-set eyes. Rogues’ gallery 


pictures of Jagusch were sped to 
Detective Sabrini who showed them 
to the waitresses. Both woman 
identified Jagusch as the man they 
knew as Dolling. He was the one 
they had seen with Mickey. 

While newspapers still carried re- 
ports of the unsuccessful search for 
the former husband of the mur- 
dered burlesque dancer, police qui- 
etly began looking for Jagusch. 
They learned that he had married 
a woman under the name of Doll- 
ing but that she had left him. 

On June 2, police found Mrs. 
Alice Dolling living in Brooklyn 
with her mother. An attractive slim 
blonde, she said that her marriage 
had been a tragic mistake. While 
courting her, Dolling had posed as 
a doctor but after they were wed 
she learned for the first time that 
he actually was an attendant at 
the Sea View Hospital on Staten 
Island — the same place where the 
body of the murdered burlesque 
dancer had been brought for an 
autopsy. 

Despite this bad start, Alice said 
she had been determined to make 
a success of her marriage. But as 
time went on she became fright- 
ened of her husband and on several 
occasions feared that he might kill 
her. Unable to stand it any longer, 
she had fled to her mother's home. 
She was very much surprised when 
informed her husband’s true name 
was Jagusch, and even more aston- 
ished to learn that he had a crim- 
inal record. The very next morning 
Mrs. Dolling received a call from 
her husband. This time, instead of 
a curt refusal, she put him off and 
suggested that he telephone again 
later in the day. Meanwhile, she 
promptly notified police and two 
detectives were present when he 
did phone again. Acting under in- 
structions, Alice invited him to 
come out to her mother’s home that 
evening, but Jagusch suddenly 
turned wary. 

“I can’t make it tonight. I’ll ring 
you in a day or so,” he said and 
hung up. 

Finally, after canceling a dinner 
date, he called again, this time set- 
ting the meeting place in front of 
the Crossbay Theater in the Ozone 
Park section of Queen's County, a 
fifteen-minute ride on an elevated 
train from Alice’s home in Brook- 
lyn. He would meet her at ten- 
thirty p.m. 

When she reached the elevated 
station she started up the stairs 
and the detectives waited until she 
got a good head-start, not wanting 
to be too close behind her. Alice 
reached the west platform. As she 
stood waiting for a train, a man in 
a white T-shirt waved to her from 
the east platform. It was her hus- 
band. He motioned with his hand 
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Electro PLATE AUTO CHROME 


with K MAKE MONEY! SA VE MONEY! 

PERMANENT 

plating 


PLATES AS YOU BRUSH! 


A REMARKABLE NEW INVENTION 


Here at last is the car-owners' answer to all chrome problems 
... a dramatic new invention called APPL-I-COTER plates new 
metal as you brush. The plating you apply becomes an IN- 
DESTRUCTIBLE part of the chrome itself . . . and how your 
chrome will shine! You'll be mighty proud of your car when you 
remove ugly rust spots and replate metal to a new sparkle— 
and when you bring new gleaming beauty to worn, dull, even 
blistered chrome in less time than it takes to polish! This 
FACTORY-NEW BRILLIANCE bonds itself onto the chrome, form- 
ing a hard, sparkling surface that defies all elements! 

BUMPERS— GRILLWORK— ALL CAR TRIM 
RESTORED TO NEW BRILLIANCE! 

Here is how easily you replate your car . . . You simply attach 
Appli-Coter's clamps to vour car's battery , then dip Appli-Coter's 
brush into the miracle solution and start plating on any chrome 
—anywhere around your car. This safe, mild current WORKS 
FAST— yet uses less battery juice than the tiniest light in your car. 


Make Big Money Plating^Other Cars! 




Now you can add to your income during spare-time hours . . . • out of 10 
cars on tho road today nood roplating. You can charge from $5.00 for 
touching-up, to $50.00 for roplating an entire car. It's easy and there's 
good money in it for you— because when your neighbors see the brilliant 
chrome on your car they'll want you to do the job for theml Replate other 
things too— faucets, home appliances, table-ware, cutlery, doctors' and 
dentists' instruments. 

SAME TECHNIQUE 
USED ON GUIDED 
MISSILES! 

We wish space permitted us to show you all the 
letters PRAISING the Brush Plating Kit. HERE ARE JUST 
A FEW: ", . .The outfit arrived OK. and I must toy 
that it does everything you say it does and more . . . 
Thanks very much for sending me something that is 
really worth many times the price you charge" . . . . 
Rev. M. D. Awtry, Naples, Flo. 

. . To say I am pleased is putting it Very Mild, I 
have got more work than two of us can do . . . we 
had to start Booking Jobs ahead like the family Doctor 
. . . thanks to The Higher Voltage and more sure 
Current". . . . Frank Sumner, Kokomo, Ind. 


CAR DEALERS & SERVICE STATIONS 

Make Big Profits with Special 

HEAVY-DUTY CHROME PLATE OUTFIT: 


FACTORY RESULTS and BIG VOLUME BUSINESS can make a TERRIFIC 
PROFIT FOR YOU with this Super Plating Outfit. Do your own replating 
in minutes without removing bumpers or grillwork! Increase the value 
of your used cars! Heavy-Duty Outfit includes Super-Speed Appli-Coter 
with extra-large brush and anode, wires and clamps. Special Wheel for 
removing Rust, Buffing Wheel, Buffing Compound. Special Brushes for 
plating Copper, All Plating Solutions. Electroplates on current from 
12 volt storage battery. ENTIRE KIT COMPLETE— Only $39.95 with 
enough material to plate DOZENS OF CARS! You quickly make back 
cost of the outfit on your very first job! Additional solutions etc. always 
available from us at rock-bottom cost to you. Heavy-Duty Service 
Outfit sold on same MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! Mail Coupon Now. 
If C.O.D. send $5 deposit. 



/mail coupon now-you risk nothing 


If you want to put a new, permanent gleam on YOUR CAR'S 
CHROME, you can do it right away and not risk a dime if 
you are not completely satisfied with great resultsl Just moil 
coupon with only $1 deposit — then pay postman $18.95 
plus postage when your kit arrives. If you send $19.95 we 
poy all postage charges. Either way you must be COMPLETELY 
SATISFIED or you may return all in 10 days for FULL CASH 
BEFUND of purchase price. ACT NOW! HERE'S WHAT YOU 
GETI Speed Appl-i-Coter with wires and clamps, 1 lifetime 
holder. Chrome Solution, Copper Solution, 1 Buff, and special 
Buffing Compound, Emery Paper, Full, Simple Instructions. 


EMPIRE MERCHANDISING CO., Dept. SA-1 
28 East First St., Mt. Vernon, New York 
Please rush the electroplating kit I have checked. 

□ Regular Kit, $19.95 (if C.O.D. send $1 deposit). 

0 Heavy-Duty Service Station Outfit, $39.95 (if C.O.D. send $5 deposit) 

□ I enclose full price, send postpaid. 

1 understand that I must be COMPLETELY SATISFIED or I may return 
kit within 10-days for immediate CASH REFUND. 

Name 


CASH REFUND IF NOT COMPLETELY SATISFIED 








To be really popular, you should 
know how to do many different things 
and do them well. An expert dancer 
is always in demand socially. A man 
who can box or wrestle is always liked 
and respected. People like you if you 
know how to entertain. And the man 
or girl who knows the art of love is 
REALLY desirable. These books tell 
you how. 

LOVE AND ROMANCE 

45. Th» Art of Kissing SOe 

48 True Love Guide 50c 

47. Modern Love Letters 50e 

SELF-DEFENSE 

24. Police Jiu-Jitsu 50c 

25. Police Wrestling 50c 

26. Scientific Bosing 50c 

11. How to Fight S0e 

12. American Judo 50c 

OANCE INSTRUCTION 

30. How to Dance 50e 

31. Swing Steps SOe 

32. Tap Dancing 50c 

FORTUNE TELLING 

8. Fortune Telling by Cards 50c 

10. Astrology — Horoscopes 50e 

DREAMS ANO THEIR MEANING 

3. Prince All Dream Book 50c 

19. What Your Oream Meant 50c 

20. Dictionary of 1.000 Oreams 50e 

4. Alleged Lucky Numbers Gypsy Dream Book. 

Formerly $1 60c 

CARD TRICKS 

1. Herman's Card Tricks 50c 

2. Thurston's Card Tricks SOe 

63. Thursday's Card Tricks SOe 

LANGUAGES SELF-TAUGHT 

6. French Self-Taught SOe 

7. Spanish Self-Taught SOe 

15. Italian Self-Taught SOe 

16. German Self-Taught 50c 

17. Polish Self-Taught 50c 

HYPNOTISM 

40. 25 Lessons In Hypnotism 50e 

MAGIC 

65. Magic Made Easy ..50e 

64. Easy Card Magic 50c 

TOASTS AND SPEECHES 

55. The Big Toast Book 50c 

56. Ready-Made Speeches and Toasts SOe 

HUMOR 

60. Joe Miller’s Joke 8ook 50c 

5. Famous Cowboy Songs SOe 

9. Famous Poems and Recitations 50c 

22. Famous Old Time Songs 50e 

61. How To Be The Life Of The Party 50c 

62. One Hundred Amusements 50c 

SPECIAL OFFERS 

Any Three Books $1.00 

All 36 Books Only $11.00 

WE PAY ALL WRAPPING AND POSTAGE COSTS 
IF MONEY IS SENT WITH ORDER 
Money Back Guarantee 

You must be sattsDed ... we know you will be. Ex- 
amine for 5 days and if not delighted return for full 


FILL OUT THE COUPON NOW! 


PICKWICK CO.. Dept. 237A 

Box 463, Midtown Sto.. New York 18, N. Y. 


that he would meet her down on 
the street. 

Walking casually, betraying none 
of the terror she felt, the plucky 
woman started down the steps just 
as Crane started up. Without 
speaking, she signaled with her 
head, and Crane waited for her to 
reach the sidewalk. Meanwhile, Di- 
Giovanni was approaching the 
stairs when he noticed her coming 
down. He backed into a doorway 
and waited. 

Jagusch came across the street, 
took his wife by the arm and start- 
ed walking her rapidly up the 
street. The two detectives rushed 
up from behind and seized the sus- 
pect before he could turn. 

Rushed to Staten Island for ques- 
tioning, the prisoner denied any 
knowledge of the murder of the 
burlesque dancer. He admitted 
having met Mickey two nights be- 
fore the murder in the Yorkshire 
Tavern but claimed that it was the 
first and last time he had seen her. 
He said the ring and watch were 
some cheap items he had picked up 
at a sale and later had given away 
to a girl. She was a pickup and he 
didn’t even know her name. 

But as the officials made him re- 
peat his story over and over, he 
became confused and changed some 
of the details. Faced with these 
discrepancies, he finally cracked at 
about two a.m. and agreed to talk 
after he had something to eat. 

In his confession, Jagusch said 
that he had met Mickey for the 
first time on May 17 and they had 
had a lot of fun talking. She had 
agreed to meet him on Saturday. 


He met her in front of a res- 
taurant, and since it was a warm 
evening he suggested that they 
take the pleasant ferry boat ride to 
Staten Island where he knew a 
good place to eat. 

After debarking from the ferry, 
he had taken her to a tavern where 
they had something to eat and 
drink. As a former resident of 
Staten Island for many years, he 
was familiar with Todt Hill and he 
remembered the isolated spot of the 
old abandoned foundation. 

Jagusch said they sat against the 
wall for a while and when he at- 
tempted to make love to her she 
bit him hard. 

“She must have been crazy,” he 
said. “She kept biting me and I 
kicked her. She kicked me back. I 
don’t know what happened after 
that but I looked down and I had 
my arm around her neck. Her back 
was up against me and my arm was 
pressing into her throat. My arm 
was tired and I let go, and she fell 
down on the ground. I felt her pulse 
and couldn’t feel anything. I lis- 
tened to her heart and I couldn't 
hear anything.” 

Jagusch was placed on trial on 
July 16. After his confession had 
been introduced into evidence, he 
offered to plead guilty to second 
degree murder. Since there was no 
proof of premeditation. District At- 
torney Methfessel agreed to accept 
the plea. Jagusch was sent to Kings 
County Hospital for observation, 
and when psychiatrists there re- 
ported that he was sane he was 
sentenced to a term of twenty 
years to life imprisonment. 



"How come you don't notice the composition 
and color vibrations in landscapes?" 
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NEW 


MOTOR OVERHAUL JOB 


$998 

COMP L E Tf 
I COST 


54.1%More Gas Mileage! *58.2%More Power! 
■24% Saving on Oil! -192% Longer Engine Life! 



As One of M y BE5T-BUY5 
Offers You Can Try For 
10 -Days Without Risk. 
Money - Back Guarantee. 

Eua^v6 


Even 10 Year Old Cars Run Like New 
In 60 Seconds or You Pay Nothing! 



Performs Miracles on HERE’S HOW IT WORKS 


Every Make of Car, 
Truck, Tractor, 

Gas Engine! 


It doesn’t matter what kind of car you 
own. The sensational new discovery — 
"Motor Overhaul” — works miracles of in- 
stantly greater power, performance on all 
makes and models! 

"Motor Overhaul” is guaranteed, to 
boost power 58.2% , give smoother per- 
formance— add 192% longer engine life 
to trucks, tractors, automobiles. V our car 
must give you greater performance or 
money back! Don’t miss out. Order today! 



1936 LINCOLN “RUNS LIKE NEW” 
AFTER 180,000 MILES 
WITHOUT ONE MAJOR REPAIR! 

This car, owned by Mr. M. J. Byrne of 
Chicago, 111., was using two quarts of oil 
every five or six hundred miles — was losing 
compression, hard to start, slow to pick-up. 
Faced with a major repair job that would 
cost $150, Mr. Byrne instead bought a 
$2.98 can of "Motor Overhaul”. 

Within the first few miles his car de- 
livered faster pickup and greater power! 
It still hasn’t had a major repair job — 
after 180,000 miles! 


"Motor Overhaul” actually makes your car run 
like new in 60 seconds because it goes to work in- 
stantly — while you drive — to recondition your motor — 
to give it a tremendous new power and pep! 

Seals Cracks, Pit Marks, Holes 

"Motor Overhaul” surface-lubricates every part 
where friction and abrasion take their toll. "Motor 
Overhaul’s” action results in smoother performance 
within the first few miles! 

Automatically Tightens Loose Parts 

A "tight” engine gives fast pickup, smooth accelera- 
tion. Most old engines don’t need expensive parts 
replacement when the surfaces are made glass-smooth 
by "Motor Overhaul.” Pistons fit cylinders, and rings 
the way they did hundreds of thousands of miles before! 

Your car — treated with "Motor Overhaul” — re- 
covers all its pep and power and you stop wasting gas. 
It’s almost like owning a brand new car for $2.98! 

Send no money. Just mail coupon for sensational 
Motor Overhaul. But do it today! 


ReadWhat These Car Owners Say! 


G. E. J., Michigan CUv. 
Indiana. "Instead of a 
hundred dollar valve 
and ring Job I added 
•Motor Overhaul - . 
it runs like new." 

C. L. D.. Gresham. UK 
"I thought my car w& .' 

. all worn out after 60.000 I 
* miles. My car s still ’ 
going — better than ever 
with "Motor Overhaul" \ 
—at 100.000 miles." 


e G. E. J., Michigan CUv. 

Indiana. "Instead of a 
hundred dollar valve I _ • 
and ring Job I added P* 
•Motor Overhaul". My lfci J 
car runs like new." 
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B. F.. Chicago. III. "I 
never saw anything 
work so fast! "Motor 
Overhaul" Improved my 
pickup and gas mileage 
Immediately!" 

E. S.. Highland Park. 
III. "My car s eight 
years old. Hut so far I 
haven’t had one major 
repair bill — thanks to 
" Motor Overhaul ." 


HERE’S ALL YOU DO 


You don’t have to be an automobile expert 
to use "Motor Overhaul.” Just open the can 
and add it to your regular oil. Then watch your 
car perform better than you ever dreamed 
possible! 

Most Amazing Automobile 
“Life Extender” Ever Discovered 

If somebody told you an amazing new auto- 
motive discovery would add years of top per- 
formance to your present car— regardless of its 
age and condition — what would you be willing 

to & with amazing "Motor Overhaul” you 
can get all these advantages — and more — and 
your total cost is just $2.98! Just $2.98 for this 
amazing new discovery will do more for your 
car’s engine than an expensive overhaul. 

Act now! Mail your order today — on absolute 
money-back guarantee. See what Motor Over- 
haul does for your car’s performance! 


SENSATIONAL GUARANTEE 

Try "Motor Overhaul” in your car. 
truck, tractor or other gasoline engine. 

If you aren’t astonished at vour en- 
gine’s new, amazing pep and perform- 
ance — if you can’t honestly say. that I 
"Motor Overhaul” makes your car run 
like new — then return the can within j 
10 days for complete refund — no ques- ■ 
tions asked! You don’t risk one cent! 
"Motor Overhaul” must give you . 
NEW CAR PERFORMANCE or 
your MONEY BACK! 


. Revolutionary Distovery 

Adds Years to Life of Cars! 



Penetrates to All Moving Parts • Seals Up Cracks, Pits, 
Marks, Holes • Surface-plates Surfaces • Automatically 
Tightens Loose Parts and Stops Friction Drag • Makes For 
Instant Starts • Increase Power and Pick-Up 58.2% • 
Insures Clean Spark Plugs • Saves up to 24% on Oil 
• Gives up to 54.1% More Gas Mileage. 

HURRY! ORDER NOW TO GET 
IN ON FREE TRIAL OFFER! 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 

Motor Overhaul, 31 W. 47th St., New York 36, N.Y. 


SEND TODAY FOR FREE TRIAL OFFER! 


MOTOR OVERHAUL, Dept. EP-8 
31 West 47th St., New York 36. N.Y. 

□ Please rush "Motor Overhaul". I agree to pay postman $2.98 
plus C.O.D., postage. Same money-back guarantee. 

□ Enclosed find $2.98. Please rush me "Motor Overhaul" pre- 
paid, with the understanding that I must be delighted or 
return within 10 days for complete refund. 


ADDRESS- 
CITY 
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LOOK SUM - FEEL TR/M 

Wonder Slim is o new kind of men's supporter 
belt. Its ingenious contour design follows nature's 
own lines— permits remarkable freedom of move- 
ment. Its patented sliding back panel makes it 
the easiest belt to put on . . . provides "quick 
as a flash" adjustment for constant perfect fit. 
No uncomfortable crotch. Scientific "no pressure" 
boning flottens the bulge gently but firmly. 
Sliding bock provides support just where you need 
it for youthful posture . . . fights the feeling of 
fatigue. Made of super test herringbone twill. 
Waist sixes 26-44— Only S4.98. Try it at our risk. 




1 S. J. Wigmon Co. 

Dep». 884-B 


lynbrook, N. .. 

Rush my Wonder-Slim back supporter at 
once. If I am not 100°o satisfied I .may 
return it for prompt refund of the full 

Woist Size inches 

Send C O D. I'll pay postman S4 98 
plus a few cents postage 
I enclose $4.98 payment and save 
postage. Same Guarantee. 

Address 


Li 
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THE MAN WHO 
WOULDN'T DIE 

Continued from page 42 


now and noticed nothing peculiar 
about Tony’s sudden interest in his 
personal history. Tony then elicited 
the names of Mike’s parents, their 
birthplaces, whether there were 
any brothers or sisters and enough 
other vital statistics to write Mal- 
loy’s biography. In fact, some writ- 
ing is what Tony had in mind — 
writing an insurance policy on Mal- 
loy’s life. 

The next day Tony altered Mal- 
loy’s vital statistics, making him a 
somewhat younger and more at- 
tractive risk. Then he located a 
hungry insurance agent. The agent, 
not a very curious man, wrote an 
$800 policy on Mike’s life — without 
even seeing him— with the Metro- 
politan Life Insurance Company. 
Then he also wrote two more poli- 
cies with the Prudential Company. 
In all three policies Tony Marino 
was the beneficiary for a total of 
almost $2,000. 

Tony and Joe Murphy were no 
strangers to the business of insur- 
ing other people. They had re- 
hearsed for just such a case only 
six weeks earlier. The actor in that 
affair was Tony’s sweetheart, dazz- 
ling blonde Betty Carlson. Betty 
was frail. Tony always worried 
about Betty’s health and finally in- 
sured her life for $800. Then he and 
Murphy filled her full of liquor. 
She passed out and they tossed her 
into a flophouse room. After strip- 
uing her naked, they opened the 
windows to the blasts of winter, 
soaked her bed with ice water and 
poured some over her. She died 
shortly afterward of pneumonia. 
They collected the insurance. 

On Christmas Eve they were 
ready for him. Murphy arranged a 
carefully-marked whiskey bottle 
for Malloy. It was filled with an 
extremely poisonous brand of au- 
tomobile anti-freeze. Malloy arrived 
as expected, broke. But Tony and 
Murphy were prepared to make him 
feel right at home. 

“Michael, my boy,” Tony boomed, 
“you look like you need a drink to 
enjoy the holiday better. Sit down. 
Everybody should be happy on 
Christmas Eve.” 

Malloy relaxed and accepted a 
double shot of the lethal prepara- 
tion from Murphy, whose hand 
shook slightly as he poured it. 
Thirsty Malloy downed the anti- 
freeze at a gulp and set the glass 
down. Murphy filled it right up 
again. Down it went. By 1 a.m. Mal- 
loy had put away at least a dozen 


of these potent cocktails. Then he 
passed out. 

Tony and Murphy clucked sym- 
pathetically. “Thats a shame,” 
Tony said. “Right on Christmas 
Eve, too.” He apologized to other 
patrons and told them he and Mur- 
phy would take Malloy into the 
back room and let him sleep it off 
in comfort. Tony stayed in back 
with the unconscious Malloy and 
put an ear to the old man’s chest 
periodically. He was pleased to note 
that Mike’s heartbeat was slowing 
down steadily. Finally he could 
hardly hear it. Smiling, he called 
Murphy, who had just closed up 
in front. It was four a.m. The pair 
sat down beside Malloy and began 
to figure their shares of the insur- 
ance. 

An hour went by and Tony said: 

“He ought to be through by now.” 
He put his ear to Malloy’s chest and 
listened. To his astonishment the 
heartbeat had picked up and was 
going as strong as ever. 

“It’s perkin’,” Tony exclaimed. 

Murphy pushed him out of the 
way and listened himself. By now 
Mike’s ticker sounded like a smooth 
set of pistons purring away in high 
gear. Dumbfounded, his hosts sat 
and watched him. At eight o’clock 
Malloy opened his eyes, dragged 
himself to his feet, greeted Tony 
and Murphy sheepishly and stag- 
gered out the front door. 

Mike was back that night. This 
time he took 16 shots of anti-freeze 
before going to sleep. Again he was 
dragged into the back room and 
deposited on the floor. 

“It’ll work this time,’ Tony told 
Murphy confidently. “He must of 
ate something yesterday.” 

But Mike came to after six hours 
and walked out under his own pow- 
er again, after profuse apologies for 
his shameful performance. This 
routine was repeated each night for 
two weeks. Tony and Murphy would 
serve up the poison, Malloy would 
drink it down and pass out, and 
then recover and return in fine 
shape. On New Year’s Eve, Malloy 
got a little sick for a while, but 
quickly recovered and otherwise 
seemed to be all right. 

The tavern owner and his bar- 
tender grew desperate. They were 
paying three premiums on Malloy’s 
insurance policies and he wasn’t 
cooperating a bit. This could be a 
losing proposition if it got out of 
hand. So they decided that they 
would change their technique. They 
turned to sardines. 

“Sardines are good for you,” Tony 
told his partner, “if you don’t let 
them sit in the open can for a 
week.” Murphy nodded and jim- 
mied open a can of sardines with a 
rusty pocket-knife. He put the can 
on the bar behind some bottles. 
The contents sat there for a week, 




HEW 8mm & 16mm 


MOVIE COMEDIES 


Our 8mm and 16mm movies ARE different. 
Not old re-cuts— but new entertaining satires 
to sparkle your home-movie shows. You can 
now buy the best— DIRECT— BY MAIL. 




ADULT films— for modern grown-up audi- 
ences that like a little sparkle in movies. 

FAMILY pictures— thrilling reels for the 
entire family to enjoy. 


e 


CHILDREN'S movies— the kids will scream 
with delight at these comedies. 


8MM MOVIE VIEWER 


IF YOU DO NOT HAVE 
A PROJECTOR 

You don't need an expensive projector to view 
8mm movies. Order the new 8mm Movie Viewer 
and see sparkling life-like films in fast or slow- 
motion. Special price to club 

Regular price 4.95 ^ 


MAIL THIS COUPON , 

8MM MOVIE CLUB. Dept. RG-1 1 

1626 N. Wilcox Ave., Hollywood, Calif. , 


Rush the following C.O.D.: 

0 8mm Viewer only $ 3.95 

0 4— 8mm Films for only $ 4.99 


0 3— 16mm Sound Films for $14.99 

0 3— 16mm Silent Films for $14.99 

Please enroll me as a member of your Movie Club ■ 
and send me two 50 ft. 8mm movies COD every • 
month at only $1.25 each plus postage. I have the J 
right to exchange for other films for only 50c— I 
and I can cancel at any time without obligation. [ 

Name J 

Address Zone j 

City State } 




Now you can look smart and 
stylish with sensational low 
priced glamorous dresses that 
have been cleaned and pressed 
— in good condition for all 
casions! A tremendous assort- 
ment of gorgeous one and two 
piece modern styles in all beau- 
tiful colors — in a variety of 
luxurious fabrics of rayons, cot- 
tons, gabardines, woolens, silks, 
etc. Expensive dresses— original 
value up to $401 

FREE! 12 Different Sets of But- 
ton Cards! 5 to 8 matched but- 
tons on each card. Worth a few 
dollars — but yours FREE with 
dress order. 


For 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE C0UP0I 

I GUILD MAIL ORDER HOUSE, Dept. 977 

(On* of the oldest and lorgest mail order huutes of its kin 
« 103 E. Broadway, New York 2, N. Y. 

I Rush my 5 assorted dresses in size circled below 
with Free Button Cards. Enclosed find $1 de- 
I posit, balance C.O.D. plus postage. Money re- 
I turned if not completely satisfied. Canadian and 
| foreign orders accepted . 

I Circle Size: 

• Girl s Sizes 7, 8, 10. 12, '.4 are 5 for $2.75 
: Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11 , 13, 1 5 are 5 for $3.75 

J Sizes 12, 14. 16, 18, 20, 38, 40. 42. 44. 5 for $3.75 
I Sizes 1 4 y a . 16 IS VS. 20*A. 2 2 VS, 24^. 5 for $3.75 

I Extra Large Sizes 46. 48. 50. 52 are 5 for $4.75 
I □ Check here to save C.O.D. fee. Send full 
| amount with 2 5<* postage. 

| □ Please send FREE CATALOG FOR FAMILY 


| Address 

L City Zone State 
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during which time Malloy contin- 
ued on his diet of anti-freeze with 
no ill effects. 

Then Malloy walked in one night 
around the middle of January and 
was handed, with his toxic drink, 
what was probably one of the big- 
gest sardine sandwiches ever made. 
It was also the most concentrated 
load of ptomaine poison ever served 
in one meal. Mike was hungry, for- 
got his manners and gorged the 
sandwich in two bites. Then he 
downed his anti-freeze and sighed. 

“You guys are too good to me,” 
he said, with what looked like a 
tear in his left eye. Later he passed 
out according to form, but this time 
when he revived he complained he 
was hungry. 

Next time they chopped up the 
top of a sardine can and ground 
the metal pieces into small bits. 
They added this to the sandwich. 
Mike ate three of them in one sit- 
ting. Nothing happened. Mike only 
licked his lips. 

By February Tony and Murphy 
were beginning to get jumpy. An- 
other premium was due soon on the 
three policies. Murphy stared out 
the window at the pouring rain, 
which seemed to turn to ice almost 
as soon as it hit the street. 

“I’m through playing around 
with him,” he said. “We’ve tried to 
make it easy for him, but he bounc- 
es too good. The hell with him. 
We’re gonna get rough.” 

They got rough all right. Mur- 
phy handed him slubs of anti- 
freeze as fast as Mike could get 
them down. Into the back room he 
went again. Tony went out about 
midnight, telling Murphy to close 
up early and that he’d be back in- 
side of an hour. 

At 1 a:m: Tony and Harry Green, 
a cab driver cut in on the deal, 
pulled up to the curb in Harry’s 
taxi. Murphy had closed up and 
waiting for them inside. Together, 
they hoisted Malloy up and dump- 
ed him into the cab. 

“Let’s go!” Tony snarled. “This 
time no slip-up.” 

Harry Green raced down a route 
he and Tony had marked out earli- 
er that night. Soon they arrived at 
a remote street in the north Bronx. 
Tony and Murphy yanked Malloy’s 
unconscious frame out of the cab 
and propped it up against an empty 
crate they had placed in the middle 
of the road. 

Harry backed his cab up about 
500 feet, then threw it into low 
gear and shot ahead. He quickly 
shifted into second and third and 
was tearing along at almost 50 
miles an hour by the time the cab 
slammed into Malloy. 

Mike flew 25 feet into the air, 
came crashing back onto the con- 
crete and lay motionless. Murphy 
wiped off the front of the cab and 


they all climbed in and drove away. 

Next day they gathered at the 
tavern. Each night that week they 
met. Tony and Harry passed the 
time playing rummy. On the eighth 
night Tony brought the policies 
along. He was in high humor — un- 
til the door swung open and Mike 
Malloy ambled in. 

In desperation, Tony hired a new 
member of the gang, Frank Pasqua, 
a local undertaker. 

“Frank knows about bodies,” 
Tony announced to Green and 
Murphy. “He’s smart about those 
things. And Dan knows about ev- 
erything.” 

Frank grinned and outlined his 
plan. The next night, after Malloy 
had been rendered unconscious, 
they carted him to a nearby board- 
ing house and propped him up 
against a couple of pillows on a bed. 
A rubber hose from the illuminat- 
ing gas fixture on the wall was put 
in his mouth. In 15 minutes Mike 
Malloy was unquestionably dead. 
The hose was removed and Tony 
called the doctor. 

“Pneumonia,” Tony told him, as 
the others nodded sadly. “We did 
everything we could for him, but 
he was just too old, I suppose.” 

The doctor, who had been roused 
from a deep sleep, signed a death 
notice certifying that John Michael 
Malloy had passed on because of 
pneumonia. 

The killers had a high time. 
When it came down to splitting the 
proceeds, there wasn’t very much 
for each of them. But they weren’t 
disturbed with the paltry income 
from this particular adventure. 
What interested them more was 
the undeniable confirmation that 
it apparently was easy as pie to 
insure a man’s life, knock him off, 
then collect. 

The quintet probably would have 
gone on to other escapades and 
eventually perfected their tech- 
nique. But someone — the New York 
police still won’t say who it was — 
tipped the cops that they might 
find something of interest if they 
dug up Mike Malloy’s body and ex- 
amined it carefully. 

So Malloy’s body was exhumed. 
The cops found to their amazement 
that it still reeked of alcohol. Frank 
Pasqua, the undertaker, had been 
overly economical; he hadn’t both- 
ered to embalm the body. In its 
liquor-saturated condition, police 
laboratory technicians had no diffi- 
culty in discovering that Mike had 
been pumped full of gas. 

Confronted with the evidence, the 
insurance killers broke down quick- 
ly and confessed, hoping to escape 
a death sentence. But Tony Ma- 
rino, Joe Murphy, Frank Pasqua 
and Dan Kreisberg went to the 
electric chair. Harry Green went to 
Sing Sing for 20 years. 


ROCK AND ROLL 

Continued from page 17 


ROCK ’n’ ROLL B.O. 'DYNAMITE* 

“Rock and roll, the most 
explosive show-biz phe- 
nomenon of the decade — 
may be getting too hot to 
handle. While its money- 
making potential has made 
it all but irresistable, its 
Svengali grip on teenagers 
has produced a staggering 
wave of juvenile violence 
and mayhem. Rock 'n' roll 
is now literal b.o. dynamite 
— not only of profit, but a 
matter for the police.” 

So while bluenoses cried sex and 
seduction, Mr. Average Citizen ex- 
pressed alarm over pillaging and 
destruction. Who was right? 

Who indeed? Psychologists had 
the answer: both. “It’s sexual en- 
ergy turned in other directions. 
These are merely nice kids out for 
a good time. But the music heats 
them up, and they have no other 
outlet than tearing down gum ma- 
chines,” says one expert. 

Closer to home than the psy- 
chologists is an opinion from a 
school for boys in Minneapolis. 
Twenty juvenile delinquents, when 
interviewed, refused to put the 
blame on music. The blame was in 
themselves, they said. 

While this straight-from-the- 
horses-mouth opinion had a good 
deal going for it, a remark made 
by a Cambridge policeman, as he 
stood in the debris of the MIT fray, 
ran closer to the facts. “These rock- 
and-roll affairs are always trouble 
makers,” he said. “Modern music 
apparently has an unwholesome ef- 
fect on teenagers.” 

Essentially, he was right. While 
the throaty saxes swung, the kids 
writhed, rocked, and sometimes 
rolled. Although the kids pointed 
out that no physical sex was taking 
place, psychologists replied that 
because there is no physical touch- 
ing doesn’t mean there’s no sex. 

What’s to be done? Nobody 
knows. Best guesses say leave it 
alone, it will go away. There’s good 
precedent for this. Fifteen years 
ago thousands of dishevelled, flush- 
ed, hot-eyed girls were standing in 
line in front of New York’s Para- 
mount Theatre to get a glimpse of 
crooner Frank Sinatra. Now, Sinat- 
ra comes and goes with no more 
than the usual Hollywood fanfare. 
Rock and roll will, so the guess 
goes, disappear like the rest. A hun- 
dred years ago, in fact, they were 
saying, “This new dance will wreck 
the moral fibre of the country.” 

The dance was the waltz. 


yours for 1/30th the cost of diamonds! 



em*> 


f more dazzling tlian diamonds 


. . hand-cut, hand-polished, hand-selected 


Get full focts’, FREE, on the most 
amazing discovery by modern science — 

CAPRA GEMS. A miracle of science 
described in recent issues of 
Saturday Evening Post and Reader's Digest. 

They're more dazzling than diamonds, 
yet cost much less. CAPRA GEMS' 
refractive quality is actually higher than 
diamonds! Brilliantly beoutiful, 
dazzling CAPRA GEMS ore hand cut, 
hand polished and hand selected . 

priced within the reach of all who 
love fine gems. A 1 -carol diamond stone 
costs you approximately S1000. A 

comporable choice selected, 1 -carat 
CAPRA GEM is yours for $24. federol tax included 
. . . and can be bought on small easy payments. 

GET THE FACTS NOW . . . Valuable illustrated booklet shows o 
of men's and women's rings. Gives full details, including pr 
settings . . shows all CAPRA GEMS actual size Limited supply, 
send today without delay. 

No charge, no obligation. 

Get all the facts on 
CAPRA GEMS . . more 
dazzling than diomonds. 



. AkPRA GEMS CO. DEPT- ARM-106 
y P.O. 5145, Philo. 41, Penna. | 

Name 



ELIMINATE DANGEROUS 

Headlight Glare! 


IMPROVE your NIGHT VISION and ELIMINATE 
dangerous GLARE at once with this amazing new 
invention — LITENITE NIGHT DRIVING GLASSES. 
These remarkable glasses are made of special amber 
lenses that let through INFRA-RED light. INSTANTLY 
you see more clearly! Headlamps of oncoming cars 
look like soft amber lights — yet everything else is 
in sharp focus. Amazing, unbelievable until you 
actually put LITENITE on! 


See More Clearly Through Darkness and Haze 
LITENITE are NOT sunglasses, but scientifically de- 
veloped NIGHT LENSES used by airplane pilots to 
see more clearly through darkness and haze. Wonder- 
ful also for WALKING at night, TV and night sports. 
Beautifully made with 24-KARAT gold-plated Avia- 
tion frame, comfort temples, adjustable nose-pads, 
wide-angle lenses. 

FREE! Rich-looking Leatherette Carrying Case 
TRY AT OUR RISK for full week. MONEY BACK if 
you don't say night driving is a' pleasure! Send check 
or money order — or order C.O.D. plus postage. 
REGULAR style only $2.98. CLIP-ON style for use 
over prescription glasses only $2.25. State style and 
whether for man or woman. 

STUYVESANT TRADING CO. 

Dept. HS-1 0, 1 1 4 East 32nd St., New York 16, N. Y. 


Piano 


with BOTH HANDS 
the Dean Ross way 


Play the First Day— or Don't Pay! 
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DEATH RIDES 
A THUNDERBOLT 

Continued from page 41 



Hours and Hours of FUN! 

everything a boy and girl ever dreamed of— Tractors. Cars, Trucks, 
s Animals, Farm Animals, Railroad Engines and Cars, 
and Indians, Tanks, Bazookas, Cruisers, Tanks, Artillery, 
Equipment, Heavy Road Equipment, jets. Bombers, Rockets, etc. 

NOT AVAILABLE IN STORES 
TWO DIMENSIONAL reproductions of expensive toys. Made from 
e material which you can use indefinitely. You take no risk! 
extra sets for all the kids (Limit is 3 .sets to a customer). Use the 
n below and your GIANT TOY COLLECTION will be sent postpaid. 

J 

BREA TOY MFG., Dept. 511, 114 E.-32nd St., New York 16, N.Y. 

Dear Sirs P|ease rush me sets of GIANT TOY COLLECTION 

a Si 00 per set. i enclose S □ Check □ Cash □Money Order 

(Sorry no C.O.D s) 


^ Atir* Aid I'LL SEND YOU THIS 

oAVc taAb: gas-saver free 
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10 DAY FREE TRIALI SEND NO MONEYI 1 
PAY POSTMAN NOTHING! 

Users Report 4, S, 6 Extra Miles per Gallon with 
New Miracle Gone Air-flow Needle. ($1.50 Each) 

L'p to 25% MORE MILEAGE. FASTER PICK-l'P. QUICKER STARTING reported. Phenomenal 
money-saving results coming from Vi MILLION USERS. Carburetor Engineering Co. reports 
SAVING OF 72c PER DAY. YELLOW CAB CO.. FLEET OWNERS. POLICE. EMERGENCY 
vehicle users. Outstanding performance "approved. ' FITS ALL CARS AND TRUCKS. INSTALL 
YOURSELF IN 2 MINUTES with simple twist-of-the-wrist. (Replaces present idle adjustment 
screw in vour carburetor.) AMAZINGLY EASY TO DO! 

• TRY IT FREEI JUST SEND NAME AND ADDRESSI • 

PAY NOTHING! Test this revolutionary new automotive discovery in your car AT OUR EXPENSE! 
Check mileage. ( Some users report no improvement — so TRY BEFORE YOU BUY. ) If amazed 
at increased mileage PAY WITHOUT MONEY. Otherwise, just return the "little stinkers" and you 
owe us nothing. Fair enough? Specify make of car. = cvL, and vear (8 evl. cars use 2). RUSH 
YOUR FREE TRIAL REQUEST TODAY! 

GANES NEEDLE CO.. DEPT. 411. 114 EAST 32nd STREET: NEW YORK 1G, N. Y. 



Hope for CRUSTS, SCALES 
No Messy Oils-Simple, Easy, SAFE TABLET! 

Say goodbye to smelly, greasy oils and salves. 
TROPISAN, newly discovered medical tablet, gives 
welcome relief from itchy scales, patches and 
other external symptoms of Psoriasis. TROPISAN 
strikes at the internal source — not just the surface 
symptoms. Absolutely safe, fast, easy to take. No 
mess, no fuss, no unsightly bandages to mar work 
or play. TROPISAN — the proven “effective treat- 
ment.” Every reported case stated that Tropisan 
relieved symptoms to some degree with continuous 
use. Send 81.00 today for Trial Offer. Address, 
TROPISAN DRUG CO., Depf. 203 
114 East 32nd Street, New York 16, N. Y. 



PLAY GUITAR 

..j- IN 7 OA YS 
*5*’ OR GET MONEY BACK 


^Surprise Friends, Relatives. Have 
Popularity And FunGalorel 

In this Introductory offer you get TOP 
RADIO GUITARIST ED SALE'B 
famous 66 page secret system worth 
$2.75 which positively teaches you 
to play a beautiful song the first day 
and any song by ear or note in seven 
days! Contains 52 photos, 87 Unger 

Shows how to tune, keep time, build 

chords, bass runs, dance chords, awing, etc., plus 110 
popular apd western songs, words and music; a SI. 00 Chord 
Finder of lafl the chords used in popular music; a $2.00 
Guitarist Book of Knowledge— TOTAL VALUE $5.75— 
ALL THREE for only $2.98. SEND NO MONEY: Just 
name and address, pay postman $2.98 plus C. O. D. post- 
age.. (Or send $3.00 with order, and I pay postage.) Same 
Guarantee. (Sorry, no C. O. D. to APO. FPO or out8ide 
U. S. A. Canada and Foreign $3.00 with order.) 

EO SALE • STUDIO 9902-A • BRADLEY BEACH. N. I. 
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Rain slashed down on the speeding 
truck and a heavy gale bent the 
green trunks of the pine trees over 
the road as if they were clutching 
at us. Augie Bond’s face was dis- 
torted, sweat streaming over it; his 
hands were clinched so tight on the 
steering wheel that the knuckles 
were white. The thunder rolled and 
volleyed, the sky was almost inces- 
santly split by vivid spears of light- 
ning. Once the trunk hurdled a 
washout on the road and it teetered 
momentarily, nearly toppled. 

Something had happened to 
Augie Bond. It had transformed 
him from a gentleman, always un- 
disturbed and nerveless in the face 
of sudden emergency or danger, to 
a madman, crazed, and in the grip 
of some monstrous and unreason- 
able fear. 

I thought of the 100 quarts of 
nitroglycerin resting in tin cans 
that fitted neatly and snugly into 
felt-lined cells in the back of the 
truck. I knew that if a single drop 
of nitro was spilled in one of these 
cells, a trace of friction would send 
us to hell in a hand-basket. A boy 
of 17 can be powerfully scared. 

The red truck roared out of the 
woods and into a wall of rain, the 
finale of the storm. In the distance 
there was only a faint rumble of 
thunder, feeble and infrequent 
flashes of lightning. 

August Bond’s hands relaxed and 
he brought the truck to a skidding 
halt. He opened the door and vom- 
ited. 

Then he stood up, let the rain 
wash his face. His countenance re- 
sumed its normal serenity as he 
climbed back into the nitro truck. 

“Kid, you saw me panic. Bad! 
Might have killed both of us,” he 
said quietly. “But I couldn’t help 
it! I go crazy when I drive through 
a thunderstorm!” 

This was a long time ago, back 
in Pennsylvania. 

Oil wells, either freshly drilled, or 
old wells, are often sick. The oil- 
bearing sands become clogged and 
don’t produce as much oil as they 
should. 

“Shooting” oil wells became a 
naw trade. The methods have not 
changed much since the days when 
Colonel Roberts became the savior 
of the oil industry. Nitro is the most 
unpredictable of all liquid explo- 
sives. It explodes under a slight jar, 
or because of friction. It will ex- 
plode because of spontaneous com- 
bustion, if it is not adequately 
washed when compounded in ob- 
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scure plants. It has been known to 
explode for no traceable cause. 

At first, wagons were used to 
transport it, wagons built with gen- 
tle, expensive springs to absorb 
road shocks. Later, specially built 
trucks were made, the rear being 
composed of felt-lined cells for the 
gallon cans of nitro. Percentage- 
wise, the ratio of explosions that 
shook the countryside has not 
changed with the years. A blinding 
flash and a fearful roar that hol- 
lers the news that at least one man 
has been killed, maybe more. 

After that one wild ride with 
Augie Bond, my enthusiasm waned. 
Augie grinned when I informed 
him. “Smart boy!” he said. We re- 
mained close friends, and I saw 
him often and we talked about oil 
field activities. We never discussed 
our ride. 

Ten years later, I owned a sickly 
real estate business. It was next 
door to the offices occupied by the 
A. Cupler Torpedo Company, the 
company that employed August 
Bond. He would drop in to see me 
while waiting for orders. 

One day, in the midst of a heavy 
thunder shower, the windows of my 
office shook and rattled, and there 
was a distant rumble, a familiar 
sound in the oil fields, but infre- 
quent. In a few minutes I heard 
the phone ring in the next office. 
Clarence Mosher, the manager of 
the torpedo company, came to my 
door, his face a mask of agony. He 
tried to talk, he choked up. 

“Augie?” I asked. He nodded, 
stumbled back to his office. 

His son, Adam Mosher, phoned 
me a few seconds later. His voice 
was unemotional. “Augie just got 
his. Around the corner from the 
camp meeting grounds at Pleasant- 
ville. No one else was hurt. Some 
property damage. Want to go up 
with me?” 

There was a 15-foot hole in the 
asphalt road. The truck was a mass 
of twisted steel; the engine had 
been hurled 150 feet through the 
grove. Of course, there was no trace 
of August Bond. Adam talked with 
some people, then sat down beside 
me. 

“Can’t understand it,” he grum- 
bled, lighting a cigarette. “Can’t 
understand it! You knew Augie, he 
was always a careful driver, never 
drove fast even when he was com- 
ing home empty. Man, the care- 
taker at Fairview Cemetery, half 
mile away, saw the whole thing, 
Storm was terrific, lots of thunder 
and lightning, there was rain and a 
heavy wind. Augie, the man said, 
was driving through the storm at 
60 miles an hour, driving like crazy. 
Wasn’t like him. Can’t understand 
it.” 

I could have explained it. But I 
kept my mouth shut. 


Bass Fishermen will 
Say I’m Crazy . . . 

until they try 
my method! 



But, after an honest trial, if you’re 
at all like the other men to whom Eve 
told my strange plan, you’ll guard it with your last breath. 

mgold mine. Because with this method you can fish with- 
in a hundred feet of the best fishermen in the county 
and pull in ferocious big ones while they come home 


Don’tjump at conclusions. I'm not a manufacturer of 
any fancy new lure. I have no reels or lines to sell. I m 
a professional man and make a good living in my pro- 
fession. But my all-absorbing hobby is fishing. And, 
quite by accident, I’vediscovered how to go to waters 
that everyone else says are fished out and come m 
with a limit catch of the biggest bass that you ever 
saw. The savage old bass that got so big, because they 
were “wise” to every ordinary way of fishing. 


empty handed. No special skill is required. The method 
is just as deadly in the hands of a novice as in the 
hands of an old timer. My method will be disclosed only 
to those few men in each area who will give me their 
word of honor not to give the method to anyone else. 

Send me your name. Let me tell you how you can 


ere wise uuuveiy uiumm j wo, wi ocim iuc jwui - — - J , 

This METHOD is NOT spinning, trolling, casting, try out this deadly method of bnnging | n l b, f 

- • - ■ ■ • *- » ■ - i'«" your fished out waters. Let me tell you wny l leu 


fly fishing, trot line fishing, set line fishing, hand |ine 
fishing, live bait fishing, jugging, netting, trapping, 
seining, and does not even faintly resemble any of 
these standard methods of fishing. No live bait or 
prepared bait is used. You can carry all of the equip- 
ment you need in one hand. 

The whole method can be learned in twenty minutes 
— twenty minutes of fascinating reading. All the ex- 
tra equipment you need, you can buy locally at a cost 
of less than a dollar. Yet with it, you can come in after 
an hour or two of the greatest excitement of your 
life, with a stringer full. Not one or two miserable 12 
or 14 inch over-sized keepers — but five or six real 
beauties with real poundage behind them. The kind 
' a word of explanation of the profes- 


you try out my unusual method for the whole fishing 
season without risking a penny of your money. Send 
your name for details of my money -back trial offer. 
There is no charge for this information, now or at any 
othe r time. Just your name is all I need. But I guar- 
antee that the information I send you will make you 
a complete skeptic — until you decide to try my method! 
And then, your own catches will fill you with disbelief. 
Send your name, today. This will be fun. 

E R 1? J: J* 1 • 


ERIC L. FARE, Libertyville 14. Ill 
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that don’t need a word of explanation of the profes- j Dear Mr. Fare: Send me complete information j 

sional skill of the man who caught them. Absolutely | without any charge and without the slightest op- 

leeal too — in every state. | ligation. Tell me how I can learn your method of | 
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This amazing method was developed by a little 
group of professional fishermen. Though they are 
public guides, they rarely divulge their method to their 
patrons. They use it only when fishing for their own 
tables. It is probable that no man on your waters has 
ever seen it, ever heard of it, or ever used it. And 
when you have given it the first trial, you will be as 
closed-mouthed as a man who has suddenly discovered 


catching big bass from “fished out” waters, even j 
when the old timers are reporting No Luck. | 


I 


| when the old timers are reporting 

I Name 

I Address.. 



DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake f 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity— love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMME- 
DIATELY REFUNDED. Just send your name and 
address. Pay on delivery $2.00 plus postage or send 
$2.00 cash or money order and I will pay postage. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept.l21-A 


Amazing. Medical Tablet! 


Dry -Tabs STOPS 

BEDWETTING 



No Electrical Devices-No Diets 
No Rubber Sheets • No Alarms 


SHAME, DISCOMFORT ALMOST MIRACULOUSLY RELIEVED 

At last medical science has found a simple, effective 
method to stop functional BED WETTING without me- 
chanical devices. Amazing DRY -TABS Tablets help stop 
functional BED WETTING . . . relieve emotional tension 
and strain, often the underlying cause in most cases. Sci- 
entific tests actually prove DRY-TABS to be amazingly 
effective in stopping functional BED WETTING . . . 
even after years of torment. The same, nfedical treatment 
that Is prescribed and recommended for both children and 
adults by many doctors. Easy-To-Take Tablets can be 
dissolved in water if necessary. NON-HABIT FORMING. 
NO HARMFUL DRUG. Just Follow Simple Directions. 


is for 


aJl-llU I1U iTIUllL-l erous 3 weeks supply sent in plain 
wrapper. On arrival pay postman only$3.00plusC.O.D. post- 
age on the guarantee of complete satisfaction or money back. 


| City Zone Mate 


PELLET FIRING “45” CAL. 

AUTOMATIC Magazine Loading Ammuni- 
tion Clip — Has Automatic 
Slide Action — Over 15 
Moving Parts 



Fires 8 Rounds 


An automatic full size model of a high pow- 
ered ‘’AS" caliber automatic pistol that looks 
and feels just like the real thing and con- 
tains over 15 moving parts. Loads 8 complete 
rounds in the magazine clip which snaps into 
the hard butt just like an army "45”. Then 
fires 8 bullet-like pellets as fast as you can 
pull the trigger. You've got to see the auto- 
matic slide action and feel the power to 
believe it! Great for target shooting, indoors, 
action, etc. This is the most authentic modei 
gun we've ever seen. 

Learn the Working Mechanism of a “45” 

This accurate, high-powered, model "45" 
comes to you disassembled with all the 
working parts of. a “AS". It asesmbles in a 
jiffy and full instructions are included so 
that in no time at all you'll learn all the 
working parts of an automatic. Comes with 
instructions, full supply of pellets and man- 
sized silhouette target for target practice. 

10 Day Free Trial 

Try it for 10 days free. If you are not 100% 
delighted simply return after 10 days for 
prompt refund of full purchase price. Don’t 
delay! Order now! Simply send $1 plus 25c 
shipping charge to: 

HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS OepUA-96-B 
Lynbrook, N. Y. 
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SURBURBAN 
SEX GAME 

Continued from page 10 


here we were. 

Everything went smoothly for the 
first hour or so. We had a few 
drinks and met everyone, and I was 
in good form — too good, according 
tc Mary, who started giving me sig- 
nals to slow down. 

I found out right away our new 
friends could take anything I dish- 
ed out — and top it without hesita- 
tion. John Peters, our host, was a 
foul-mouthed bum I disliked im- 
mediately, but everyone else seemed 
like the friends we’d had in Boston 
and I could see that Mary and I 
were going to fit in easily in our 
new home. One man, Fred Vincent, 
and I took a liking to each other 
right away. 

John Peters was the kind of a 
guy who liked to think of himself 
as being irresistible with the ladies, 
and he made a big play for Mary. 
His wife, Jane, didn’t seem to mind 
and Mary just smiled sweetly and 
said no thanks, but I began to burn. 

I play a pretty fair game, and 
Mary’s no slouch, so naturally I 
thought that between us we’d be 
able to take him. Would have, too, 
if things hadn't turned out the way 
they did. 

Jane Peters, the luscious blonde 
I’d seen when we first came in, sat 
on my left, around the corner of 
the table where I could see all of 
her. Mary was diagonally across the 
table next to John Peters, and the 
other two couples were spread 
around the table, with Fred Vin- 
cent directly across from me and 
his pert little brunette wife, Pat, 
next to me. I didn’t like the seating 
arrangement one bit, but there 
wasn’t much I could do about it. 

Peters explained the ground rules 
when we were all seated, and right 
then I should have gotten up and 
walked out. 

“Table stakes,” he said, “and 
when you run out of money it be- 
comes strip poker. Jewelry doesn’t 
count. Just clothes. No borrowing. 
If you have to raise money, you 
can auction your clothes. And no 
one quits before midnight.” 

As I say, right then I should have 
gotten up and taken Mary home. I 
would have, too, except I was so 
mad at Peters by this time that I 
welcomed the chance to pin his 
ears back and maybe get a free look 
at that luscious blonde wife of his. 
I figured I’d gun for her until he 
got so mad it would be easy to take 
him over the coals. 

“What kind of stakes to start 
with?” I asked. 
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“Twenty-five and a dollar,” he 
said, leaning in front of Mary so 
he could talk to me, but actually 
not taking his eyes away from the 
front of her silk dress. 

“Five-card stud with nothing 
wild,” Peters said. 

That was the beginning, and for 
a while I was doing real well. I 
wasn’t winning any spectacular 
pots, but I was winning steadily, if 
slowly, and within an hour my five 
had grown to fifteen. Mary was 
holding her own, as I knew she 
would. Jane Peters was playing 
recklessly and had already lost 
most of the twenty she had started 
with. Fred Vincent and everyone 
else, except John Peters, was down 
a few dollars. 

John and I were the big winners. 

So far we had avoided each 
other, concentrating on each 
other’s wives, but the tension was 
building up and I knew it wouldn’t 
be long before we tangled in a big 
pot. 

I was sure of it a few minutes 
later when Jane Peters tried to 
bluff Mary and auctioned off her 
blouse for two dollars when she ran 
out of money. I didn’t even try to 
be polite and keep my eyes away 
from Jane, but she just laughed at 
me as she took it off and revealed 
another blouse underneath. 

“Fooled you, didn’t I?” she asked, 
smiling seductively. 

Mary chuckled as she raked in 
the pot. '“If I’d known about this, 
I’d have worn something different,” 
she said, shrugging the shoulders 
of her one-piece dress. “If I lose 
this, there isn’t much else to lose.” 

The next hand Mary had two 
pair back to back and she bulled 
the pot, shoving in all her money, 
Jane Peters’ blouse and two of her 
own shoes for a dollar apiece, only 
to lose when Fred Vincent came up 
with two small pair. 

“Why didn’t you raise hell out of 
her when you had her licked?” 
John Peters demanded. 

Fred Vincent smiled gently. “Why 
should I? It’s all in fun.” 

Fred was right, of course, but he 
was the only one who felt that way 
and from that point on the game 
got faster and faster. Jane Peters 
lost her second blouse and her slip, 
leaving her wearing only a bras- 
siere and a skirt. I figured she liked 
to give the boys a kick because she 
hadn’t even bothered to take off 
her shoes or stockings. Fred Vin- 
cent’s wife lost her shoes, stockings 
and her skirt, so I knew she wasn’t 
wearing anything under her heavy 
pique blouse. Mary had sold her 
half-slip, but she won back her 
shoes and stockings. I was right 
where I had been, about fifteen dol- 
lars ahead, except that now I had 
some clothes in front of me. 

The other three girls weren’t do- 


ing well, either, and they were sit- 
ting around in bra and panties. 

I got a two and a five the first 
time around, so I dropped out. Jane 
had a ten showing, Pat a king. Two 
other people stayed in around the 
table, but I could feel that this was 
just between the two gals. 

Jane bulled the pot for all it was 
worth and by the second round of 
betting she had knocked out every- 
one but Pat. 

It took several minutes of com- 
plicated arithmetic to calculate the 
value of the pot in terms of money 
and the auction value of the 
clothes, but it added up to more 
than fifty dollars. 

“I’m going easy on you, honey,” 
Jane grinned maliciously. "I could 
have auctioned off some of my own 
clothes and really made it rough.” 

Everyone laughed but Pat, be- 
cause all Jane had left were pant- 
ies and bra — No money. Pat had no 
money either. She blanched as she 
struggled with her modesty. 

Pat shoved all her money into the 
pot, then reached behind her as if 
to unhook her bra. “What am I 
offered?” she asked. 

This was it as far as everyone 
was concerned. This was the mo- 
ment they had been waiting for, 
and you could feel the super- 
charged excitement. The bidding 
was lively for a minute, the men 
trying to get both gals to put all 
their clothes in the pot. 

I gave twenty dollars for Pat’s 
bra, at which point Fred Vincent 
asked his wife if she wanted to go 
through with it. 

“Of course I do,” she snapped. 
“What am I bid for my panties?” 

Fred hauled $130 out of his wal- 
let and looked around challenging- 
ly. “Might as well make this inter- 
esting,” he said. “Anyone object?” 

“Raise you,” said Pat triumph- 
antly. 

Jane stood up without a blush 
of modesty and stripped off her bra 
and panties and threw them into 
the center of the table. Then she 
looked at me. 

“What am I offered, big boy?” 

Across the table my wife Mary 
gave me a look, but I just winked. 

“Ten dollars for everything,” I 
grinned. 

Jane didn’t hesitate. “Every- 
thing?” she asked, her voice drip- 
ping sex and invitation. . . 

That was when Mary and I walk- 
ed out. When a man can sit there 
and watch his wife auction herself 
off to the highest bidder, I’ve had 
enough. 

We’d learned our lesson, but Pe- 
ters hadn’t. I read in the paper 
the other day that someone had 
busted his head with a few well- 
placed blows with a blunt instru- 
ment. An irate husband, probably, 
and I could sympathize with him. 
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MADE OF FLEXTON — SERVICE GAUGE PLASTIC 
FOR LONG WEAR 

• Woterproof Easy to attach to seats for good fit Roomy and 
Deaf. Elastic shirring and reinforced overlap side grips insure 
over all seat coverage. Will dress up your car's interior and 
give protection to seat upholstery. Whisk o*f mud, oil, sand, 
grime with a damp rag for bright as new appearance. Sewn 
with nylon thread for long wear and durability. 


ORDER FROM MANUFACTURER AND SAVE! 


RUSH 

ummnmi 


Choice of split or front seat styles only $2.98 
each. Complete set for Front & Reor only $5.00. 
Specify make of car and seat style with each order. 
Save Money and buy a set today. 


MARDO SALES CORP.. Dept. LL-8™ 1 
,480 Lexington Ave., New York 17, N. Y 

I Please send me seat covers l have | 
marked I can try for 10 days and return 
I for refund of purchase price f I am not I 
I satisfied 

I n Zebra Snake Design. Reversible 
□ Leopard Cowhide Oesign, Reversible 
□ Split Seat $2 98 □ Solid Seat $2 98 « 

I l! Set (Front & Rear) $5 00 . 

I f] 1 enclose payment □ Send C O D. 


Address 

City 



"COMMANDO'' KNIFE Real 

"Commando" weapon An 

_ Jail metal. noedlo-pointed. 

rater sharp 12'' knife fha! may save yeur lite if you hunt 
or lish where dangerous animals or peisen snakes ao 
pear Military Sheath NOW $4,97 


collector's item 
Stainless Steel, 9" 
long, double- 
- J — J razor sharp. 




POWER CROSSBOW. An exciting new sporting thrill! Aims 
and Fires like a rifle. Shoots 10" arrows with bullet-like 
smash at small game Routs rodents, birds, pests, rabbits, 
etc High-powered bow pull gives remarkably long range 
Silent— permits extra shots. Comes in sections, ready to 
assemble and use in minutes Scientific -design trigger. 
Beginners gel amazing results With 5 Arrows $6.95 


RAPID-FIRE SLINGSHOT 
AUTOMATIC. Built i 
magazine automatical- 
ly feeds shot directly 
into pouch Shoots over 
500 times on just one 
filling. Loads and fires 3 times 
faster. Ideal for target, pests, 
small game, etc. Terrific power. 
silent, sweet-shooting $2.47 


and Blood-Red "Dragon” on 

blade. Ruby Peacock handle. 
Double-snap Leather sheath. $4.44 


HUNTERS THROWING TOM 
AHAWK. A Genuine Toma 
hawk with brightly pol 
ished 7" larged Steel 

head, perfectly balanced^ - 

tor throwing. Ideal lor Hunting. Camping 
has a chopping and a piercing " " 
|Wilh Lealhet Carrying Case NOW 





Designed for long distance throwing, 
made to split a board at 30-ft. and i 
anced to stick. Great sport - indoors o 
doors. Rare souvenii Instructions .. A m 




ARROW SLING 6UN A new thrill' 
hunting 1 Powerful Sling Gun 
ids 12" metal tipped arrows 
thru melal giudel 
barrel lo 300 
range. Swifl. Si 
lent. Accuiale 
kills all small 
game S Arraws in 
:ludcd NOW $2.98 



-K'ARMY KNIFE. Now madel of the 
original world-famaus utility knife of 
— -k." Army Officers. Every sports 
knows this is the most useful tool 


for hunters, motorists, etc 


, CAL. REPEATER 
AUTOMATIC. This 
| gun fires .22 cal 
Iblanks with a real 
TERRIFIC BLAST. 

(Looks, sounds like 

rthe real thing” 

[for sports events, races; stage 
[celebrations, sound effects; wa 

[protection; emergency signals, rout- 1 

pests, military practice; or as authorized by 
e law (Note: Not sold in N Y. State) 6-Shot 



co-ordination with this boll-action model Army 'training 
rifle. Trigger signal simulates actual firing Military sling. 
Sale action NOW $4.98 


AUTOMATIC 
OATE 
INDICATOI 


Australian Typo BOOMERANG. Wonderful new 
spoil Amazing "Mystery Stick" travels on 
225-tt. circular flight and comes back to 
you! This flight tested Boomerang is swift, 
silent and is effective against small game. 

Excellent shotgun target. Fine souvenir Full 
instructions NOW $2.49 

CHAMPION SALES Dept. AV-P105. New York 3, N.Y, 



TELLS 

• TIME 

• DATE 

• SPEED 
> DISTANCE 


SPORTSMAN’S WATCH 
for outdoor use. 
es speed, distance. 


ICHAMpToN SALES, Dept..AV-Pl 05 
I Box 345 Cooper Sta„ New York 3, N.Y. I 

[RUSH SERVICE! Just cut tut pktuns of| 

J I articles desired and attach to this coupon ! I 

| I enclose $1.00 Please send me the articles I have selected for NO | 
RISK Inal and examination On arrival I will pay postman the balance ■ 
• plus poslage If I am not COMPLETELY SATISFIED. 1 may return in S J 
| davs ter refund of full purchast price 

| NOTE; Not sold to minors under 1 7 STATE AGE | 

I 

I NAME_ 

» x 

I 
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I SAW AFRICA'S 
BLOODIEST RITES 

Continued from page 24 


social group in Southern Nigeria. 
You’d be surprised to know who 
some of the members are. I’ve got 
to do a report on the horse-beating 
ceremony. Some political bloke 
went home and talked about it and 
the S.P.C.A. wants something done 
to put a stop to the business.” 

“I should think so,” I said. “But 
why horses?” 

“No one knows,” he said. “Maybe 
because they are scarce; they have 
to be bought from Haussa traders 
and marched down here from the 
north. But I think it has something 
to do with the fact that years ago 
Haussa cavalry raided these parts, 
enslaving the Ibos. I guess the 
horse-beating is a symbol of re- 
venge. Can’t get anything official 
on it, though. Look, if you’re inter- 
ested, why not come along with 
me to witness an initiation?” 

I wasn’t keen on seeing a horse 
killed. But Mac hinted it would be 
good to have a side man along so 
I agreed. 

It was three weeks later when he 
sent a runner to tell me to meet 
him on the Udi Road. We pulled 
out in his motor cycle and sidecar 
towards Ogbaho, some fifteen miles 
away. We were both dressed in dark 
shirts, gray pants and dark hats. 
No sense in being conspicuous, Mac 
said. 

A good distance from Ogbaho 
Mac pulled to the side of the road 
and an Ibo, whose forehead, brows 
and even eyelids were welted with 
hideous markings, met us. 

“Mr. Adegbite,” Mac said solemn- 
ly, “Council member of the Native 
Administration.” 

We were treading after him 


through a narrow path in the for- 
est. Suddenly a hideous roaring al- 
most deafened me. It was like roll- 
ing thunder — but rhythmic. 

I couldn’t look. The noises were 
horrifying. When I dared look up 
I saw natives jumping on a wild- 
eyed pony and slashing it with 
knives. People were pouring bowls 
of its blood on each other. 

“I can’t stand it!” 

“You’ve got to,” Mac said. “Move 
now and they might kill us.” 

I couldn’t take it any more. I 
backed away from there and threw 
up behind a tree. I was sweating 
like a pig and shaking all over when 
Mac came to me. He was pale as a 
ghost. 

“Out of here,” he snapped. 

We stumbled down the long path. 
In less than an hour we were in his 
bungalow, getting plastered. 

I wasn’t making sense, raving and 
swearing, I’d go back and shoot 
those bloody savages. 

“Look,” Mac steadied me. “This 
has been going on a long time. 

“All right,” I grunted. “It’s all 
very fine. But don’t ask me to look 
at any more of it. You’ve got mate- 
rial for your report. I’m through.” 

I was, too. I used to hear the 
throb of drums and sweat the 
nights through knowing what was 
happening off there in the bush. I 
wondered what the S.P.C.A. would 
do about it. 

It was almost six months later 
that Mac drew me to one side in 
the club one night. 

“How about siding me on another 
horse-killing party?” 

“Sorry, old boy,” I said. “I’ve had 
it.” 

“Look,” he said earnestly. “You 
want to help put a stop to it, don’t 
you? Well, some S.P.C.A. bloke has 
sent out half a dozen humane kill- 
ers. I’ve got to persuade them to 
use our way instead of torturing 
the poor beasts. If we can make it 
work over at Ogbaho we might per- 
suade the whole society to use 


them.” 

So I went alofig. 

And I damned nearly didn’t come 
back. 

Mac had two killers. One was like 
a pistol with a flat plate at the 
muzzle; you hold it against the ani- 
mal’s forehead and fire a bullet into 
its brain. The other was a sort of 
mask and a cartridge that fired by 
tapping with a hammer and drove 
a spike into the brain. Both guar- 
anteed instantaneous. We waited 
for the next bout of horse beating. 

It wasn’t long in coming. Mean- 
while Mac had talked to Adegbite 
but he was terrified that he might 
be found out for showing us the 
initiation and would have nothing 
to do with us. 

So we were on our own. We wait- 
ed for the bullroarers one night, 
made our way to the society clear- 
ing just in time to watch a scream- 
ing horse being literally clubbed to 
death by some wealthy sod who was 
foaming like a madman. Mac held 
on to me like a vise. 

“Hold still, you fool,” he panted. 
“You’ll ruin everything. Wait for 
the next one!” 

They killed more white cocks, 
chopped a goat to death and butch- 
ered a cow this time. Then they 
brought out another pitiful crock 
of a pony whose hooves were white- 
washed and whose coat was daubed 
with paint. The assistant yanked 
his tail straight and the initiate was 
getting ready for the stroke when 
Mac and I stumbled down the bank 
and landed in the middle of the 
party. 

The drums stopped and everyone 
stared. Then there was a babble of 
angry voices. Masked figures crowd- 
ed around us and I realized with a 
mighty queer feeling that neither 
of us had anything with which to 
defend ourselves. 

“Go away!” someone yelled from 
the back of the crowd. “No white 
persons allowed!” 

A tall, blood-spattered figure cap- 
ered in front of us, brandishing a 
length of twisted wire which he 
slashed at us. Mac stood still while 
the man, his eyes gleaming behind 
the fibre mask, swung that murder- 
ous wire until it sang not an inch 
from Mac’s face. But the man dared 
not strike — yet. 

“Put that down,” Mac said. “I 
want to talk.” 

“No talk!” the man shouted. “You 
have no right to be here. We have 
Government permit for our society. 
Go away!” 

They were crowding in on us. I 
was watching the bloke with the 
knife. He edged around and sud- 
denly the horse let out a shrill 
scream. I saw him hack at the ani- 
mal’s tail. Blood spurted and the 
creature sagged as his hamstrings 
were slashed through. Yelling deft- 




antly, the other struck with the 
twisted wire. The hide parted like 
wet paper — spewing gore. I kicked 
one out of my way, jammed the pis- 
tol killer against the animal’s head 
and fired. He shuddered and col- 
lapsed. 

“Now you can have him!” I 
shouted. 

Hell broke loose! They milled 
around me until I could see nothing 
but knives and clubs. That wire 
came damned close to blinding me, 
too. I hit one in the mouth and 
pointed the empty killer at them. 
Mac, cursing, was trying to calm 
them. The initiate was weeping over 
the horse and squalling to the 
others who were tossing their 
bloody arms to the sky and evident- 
ly working up their nerve to rush 
us. 

“Mr. Adegbite!” Mac shouted 
suddenly. 

There was a startled hush. One 
of the cloaked figures backed to- 
wards the big hut. 

Adegbite came slowly forward. 

“I put this man under arrest,” 
Mac said loudly, pointing at me. 
“For interfering with your celebra- 
tion, he will be punished.” 

Adegbite shouted at them, herd- 
ing them into one end of the clear- 
ing. He turned as we backed away. 

“Go now,” he called. “There will 
be complaints of this trespass.” 

“Come on,” Mac whispered. 
“Come while you can!” 

He yanked me up the bank and 
we walked carefully, listening to 
the vengeful shouting until we were 
far enough away to take it easy. 

“I thought I was your side man,” 
I said bitterly. “What’s the idea of 
pulling rank on me like that?” 

“I ought to throw you in jail for 
a month,” he growled. “You ruined 
everything. Now they’ll move and 
have their horse-killings some- 
where else and it’ll take me months 
to find it. I might have talked them 
into letting us use these things 
if — ” 

“All right,” I said. “I’m sorry. But 
why arrest me?” 

“Because, my stupid friend, if I 
hadn’t they might have done us 
both in. As it was I let Adegbite 
know I knew he was there and pre- 
tended to be on their side. I knew 
he could control his people, espe- 
cially if it was discovered he was 
present when Europeans were at- 
tacked. I’m going to have to report 
you, though. Lots of District Office 
clerks in that bunch.” 

He did, too. And do you know 
they made me pay for another 
horse to take the place of the one 
I had saved from torture? 

Mac told me a year later that he 
had called a palaver of the horse 
killing society and tried to sell them 
the humane killer idea. They 
turned it down flat. 
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the pin-up 
reveals 
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in How 

Photograph Women 


By PITER GOWLAND 

How to dress, undress, light and pose Only 
your subjects. How to get models. How 
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FREE 
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come an expert photographer of women. 
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Depl. N-850-B, LYNBROOK, N. Y 


Sizes 

32-44 

only 

$7.95 


61 



Do you know the best ways to woo, win, 
and keep the one you love? Now you 
can leam — fronj. the experience of successful 
lovers — many proven ways to find and hold 
a mate. You get secrets of technique. You 



ALL 3 BOOKS- ONLY $ /°° 


get confidential information on how to avoid 
heartbreaking mistakes. Yet all this valuable 
information — so vital to your personal happi- 
ness — is yours for such an amazingly low 
price! 


ART OF KISSING 

The greatest lovers of all Umea 
agree that correct kissing Is one 
of the most important steps in 
wooing and winning. To master 
this art is to enjoy life. "The Art 
of Kissing" explains and discusses 

on^." f ..“.‘. M !: 50c 

TRUE LOVE GUIDE 

Frank discussions, instructions 
and explanations on how to woo, 
win. and hold. Love and marriage 
problems answered in simple, easy- 
to-understand language. Truly a 
love^ guide for everyone. 50c 

MODERN LOVE LETTERS 


Each of those books is an amazing bargain at 
50c a copy. Order all three and enjoy a still 
greater saving, because the entire set of 3 costs 
you only $1.00. 

5-DAY EXAMINATION 


We are so confident this valuable information 
will make a hit with you, and that you won't 
want to part with it at any price, that we make 
this amazing offer. Mail this 5-Day Examination 
Coupon today. After your books arrive, read 
them . . . examine them . . . and if you are not 
more than delighted, return them within 5 days 
and your purchase price will be refunded 
promptly and without question. But . . . act 
now! This offer may be withdrawn at any time. 
Rush this coupon now! 
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THE TRUTH ABOUT 
FRENCH POSTCARDS 

Continued from page 33 


identical pairs of official looking 
badges which they had purchased 
at a French version of a five-and- 
ten-cent store. They were promptly 
ushered through the nearly desert- 
ed, echoing museum to the cura- 
tor’s office. 

“Morale officers,” Jacques an- 
nounced crisply, again flashing his 
dime store badge. The French cu- 
rator behind his great desk nodded, 
asked them what they wanted. 

“Hand us the official museum 
photographs of all your nudes,” 
Jacques said. “The negatives.” 

In this way Jacques and his 
friend rounded up excellent nega- 
tives of two dozen French master- 
pieces, all nudes, created by recog- 
nized artists and hanging publicly 
in the most popular museums of 
Paris. 

That night they copied the nega- 
tives on some precious black market 
film and the next day carefully re- 
turned the negatives to the mu- 
seums. 

Within days they had arranged 
in black market circles to have 
plates made from the negatives. 
Then they ran off hundreds of cop- 
ies of the masterpieces on little 
cards about two inches by three 
inches in size. 

“Now for the coup de grace," said 
Jacques to his friend. “Now we must 
arrange to get some little pink pa- 
pers to wrap these in and some lit- 
tle fine golden seals.” 

The next day Jacques and his 
friend walked all over Paris round- 
ing up the camelots. 

“Meet us at the Place de la Re- 
public” was the word, “and strike 
a blow for France.” Then, as an 
added incentive, “And incidentally 
there is a good chance to earn a 
franc while you are at it.” 

That evening the cafes around 
the Place de la Republic were full of 
camelots. Many of them, like 
Jacques, were crippled. They came 
on crutches, with canes and occa- 
sionally in wheel chairs. They were 
the floating population of Paris, liv- 
ing on the border of the law, men 
who could be talked into stepping 
over the border by the promise of a 
few francs. But almost to a man 
they hated Nazis. 

Jacques then proceeded to pass 
around, to the three or four hun- 
dred camelots present, an equal 
number of the little packets of pic- 
tures from the art galleries. The 
men opened them, noticed the 
credit line carefully marked on the 


back, waited for an explanation. 

Jacques had his photographer 
friend, again dressed in the Ger- 
man uniform, walk across the stage 
toward him. Jacques palmed the 
little pink packet in the cup of his 
hand as he would a card. Then 
when the “German officer” was a 
few feet away Jacques twisted his 
palm outward in a furtive way and 
looked cautiously around his shoul- 
der as if looking for a policeman, 
and then whispered the words 
“naughty pictures” to the officer in 
German. 

The camelots caught on imme- 
diately and stamped their feet in 
approval. 

Within twenty-four hours the 
campaign had started. 

Suddenly from nowhere thou- 
sands of little pink packets were 
being flashed all over Paris. The 
trick was always to act as guilty 
as possible, to make the German 
glance at the packet with its top 
picture showing, but to act so 
frightened of the police that the 
soldier could not examine the pack- 
et. Then, as the crowning psycho- 
logical touch, to ask such an ex- 
horbitant price for the pictures 
that the German soldiers thought 
for sure they were as represented. 

Then, a few months after Jacques 
went into business, he got a call 
from the French police. 

Jacques, as an active camelot, 
knew the Commissioner well, greet- 
ed him by name. 

“How are you, Martiner?” said 
the Commissioner. “What is this 
complaint we keep getting from the 
Germans? You know what the pen- 
alty is, for selling pornography.” 

Jacques put on his best shocked 
expression and exclaimed, “What! 
Does Monsieur call our French mas- 
terpieces pornography? Open this 
and you will see.” 

The Commissioner carefully un- 
wrapped the package and as he 
flipped from one picture to the 
next, turned it over and saw the 
credit lines of the most famous 
names in French art, he slowly be- 
gan to relax and enjoy the joke. 

Jacques smiled. “Arrest me if you 
will, but then you must dream up 
a charge. We do not sell these pic- 
tures as anything but pictures. If 
the lowly Nazi mind pleases to see 
something else in them, we cannot 
prevent that. I don’t believe this 
case will ever come to court.” 

Jacques Martiner was right. Not 
once was a case prosecuted against 
the camelots of Paris for selling 
masterpieces on the street corner. 

And even today, with the Nazis 
gone, the camelots are still working 
their racket. Have you ever been 
one of their victims? If so, you’ve 
got plenty of company, for those 
French postcards are not as “feel- 
thy” as everybody thinks. 
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WE FOUGHT THE BLACK 
DEVILS OF THE ARCTIC 

Continued from page 31 


feet sloshing through icy puddles 
and the fog swirling like smoke. 

“Let’s get out of here,” Chuck 
said. “They’ll never see us.” 

We were too late. As we neared 
the mouth of the inlet it became 
filled with bobbing, darting, bark- 
ing animals. They bore straight at 
us, panting with fear. 

They came on without stopping 
mouths open, needle teeth snap- 
ping wildly. 

Beyond them we heard yells and 
the awful terrified barking of the 
seals. We shouted but no one heard 
us. Slowly we backed, smashing 
wildly at the bobbing heads. One, 
leaping clumsily at me, ripped my 
left arm savagely as he passed. I 
brained him and ran to the back of 
the cleft to wrap a shirt rag about 
my lacerated arm. 

“Try to climb out,” Chuck panted. 
“Can’t keep ’em back!” 

I tried, but handicapped by the 
torn arm, I couldn’t climb the slip- 
pery cliff. By now there was about 
five clear yards between us and the 
wildly milling herd of stampeded 
seals. They bawled like calves, 
plunging at us, at the walls, snap- 
ping and ripping each other. 

I yelled as best I could, punctuat- 
ing my shouts with club blows. I 
could hear no more yelling from 
the beach. And the beasts were 
only seconds away from swarming 
over us. 

Then we heard the stutter of a 
machine gun. 

We heard shouts again, the flat 
crack of a revolver. More shouts 
and a searchlight blazed, making 
a bright cone in the fog. Several 
coast guardsmen rushed at us, their 
rifles ready. 

The patrol marched us down to 
the beach and a slimy mess we 
were. It developed that to avoid 
the coast guard, Evans and the St. 
George had been standing off in the 
fog while we butchered and loaded 
the pelts. While putting in to take 
off more boats he almost ran down 
the patrol vessel. 

But that Evans, hard case as he 
was, did the right thing for us. He 
told the coast guard that we had 
shipped as hands without knowing 
the purpose of the voyage and that 
we weren’t in on the poaching at 
all. 

And now I’m home again, 1,800 
miles from the sea. Why, hell, the 
nearest river is 200 miles from 
where I live. But that’s close 
enough. 
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AND SAVE UP TO $12 or more 
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need you strain or squint to read small type. CLEAR- . , 
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I’ll Buy Your Next Set 
Of Spark Plugs Free! 


That's RIGHT ! For as long as you continue to 
drive your present car ... if you ever have to buy 
spark plugs again — EVER AGAIN — I’ll replace 
them for you FREE! 


And that's just the beginning! 
In the next two minutes I'm 
going to show you how you can 
get up to 8 MORE HORSE- 
POWER from your car . . . how 
you can save enough gas in a 
single year to drive up to A 
FULL THOUSAND MILES . . . 
how you can eliminate most, of 
the ignition knocks and pings 
that are driving you crazy now 
. . . how you can get battery- 
saving. sure-fire starting even in 
below- freezing weather — and do 
it without buying one single com- 
plicated gadget — without paying 
a mechanic a penny! How? 
SIMPLY BY CHANGING 
THE COLOR OF YOUR 
SPARK PLUGS! 

By ED ALMQUIST 

Let me say this at the start. 
What I'm offering you on this 
page is a very simple investment. 
I want you to try the most fan- 
tastic spark plug in the world, en- 
tirely at my risk! A spark plug 
that costs only a few pennies 
more than the old-fashioned 
model that's on your car todav. 
A spark plug that lasts up to 10 
times as long as that old-fashion- 
ed model . . . that gives you the 
full blazing horsepower that that 
old plug is robbing you of today 
. . . and that actually saves you 
enough gas to drive half way 
' ross America, every single year 
use it! 

this sound impossible? 
a thousand times 
is a small sample 


YIS! THESE PLUGS CAN SAVI 
YOU ENOUGH GAS IN ONE 
YEAR TO DRIVE UP TO 
1,000 EXTRA MILES! 

Almost half way across America — ■ 
simply because you changed your 
plugs! These amazing new pink 
“SPARK - O - MATIC" Plugs are 
guaranteed to sane you up to tlOO 
on your car, this year atone — or 
you don’t pay a penny! Read the 
thrilling details on this page! 


This is Why 

Your Car Wastes Gas, 
Loses Power 

Some day, if you ever have a 
spare moment, lift one of the 
spark plugs out of your car! Look 
at the bottom of the plug. In 10 
seconds you’ll learn more about 
gas waste than any book could 
teach you in a year. 

If that plug has been in your 
car a thousand miles or more, 
then what you'll see on the bot- 
tom of that plug is FILTH! The 
Firing Point of that plug — the 
most important single point in 
vour car — will he choked to 
death with BLACK. FILTHY 
CARBON! Carbon that robs your 
car of as much as 8 vital horse- 
power every time your engine 

Now, wipe that filth away. And 
look at the Firing Point itself. 
This is the POWER POINT of 
your car . . . the pin-head of 
electricity that turns raw gas into 
200 horsepower of driving energy! 
And what is the condition of 
that Point? CORRODED . . . 
FITTED . . . SCARRED . . . 
AND WORN! Hardly able to 
deliver half the spark it should! 
Wasting gas . . . wasting money, 
every time you put your foot 
down on the pedal! 

Yes! You pav $2,000 . . . $3,000 
. . . $4,000 for your car. And a 
single 98c part robs you of the 
real power and enjoyment of 
that car. 

At Last A Plug So Smart 
That It "Thinks"! 

Now look at the new plug — the 
pink, "SPARK-O- M ATIC" plug 
that I send you — for only lit 
more than you're paying today! 

Here is a plug that has not only 
ONE firms point — but hundreds 
of firing points! That fires so fast, 
so effectively, so often, that it 
actually ELIMINATES THAT 
DEADLY CARBON . . BURNS 
IT UP . . . THROWS IT AWAY 
. . . KEEPS ITSELF SPARK- 
LING CLEAN, ON EVERY. 
SINGLE STROKE! The full, 
blazing horsepower that was 
there when your car was brand- 
new, is still there 50,000 miles 
later. 

But that's just the beginning! 
This plug actually gives you the 
different firing power you need 
for every driving condition — 


EXTRA! FREE BONUS! 

AMAZING NEW DIAL-O-MAGIC TROUBLE SPOTTER! 
SAVES YOU UP TO $250 ON REPAIRS THIS YEAR ALONE! 


See The Amazing Difference Yourself! 


This new "Spark-O-Matic" Hi-Compression, Power 
Plug (on the left) is guaranteed to bs the most power- 
ful longest lasting Spark Plug ever made! Here's why: 

1. Only “ Spark-O-Matic ” gives you six separate firing' points! 600 r ,o 
more spark action than ordinary plugs! Higher compression, longer 
life, more mileage, power and pep! 

2. Only Spark-O-Matic " gives you automatic heat and gap control I 
Actually thinks for itself! Gives you faster, wider spark for smoother 
performance, instant starting, faster pick-up even in freezing weather! 

3. Only “ Spark-O-Matic ” gives you exclusive self-cleaning action ’ 
Actually forces plug to clean itself. Plugs run cleaner, cooler, longer! 
No more fouling "ping" or power loss! 

4. Only “ Spark-O-Matic ” gives you toughest insulators made! Life- 
time guaranteed — Diamond-Hard! Gels rid of deadly heat up to 30 
times faster than ordinary insulators! 

Plus lifetime guarantee I Actually built to outlast 
your engine ... or a new set free! Act today l 


Here’s Proof! 

Up to 4 to 5 More 
Miles Per Gallon! 
Tremendous New 
Pick Up and Getaway! 

"I am writing to let you know that 
since I have used SPARK-O-MATIC 
spark plugs, my car is entirely dif- 
ferent. The pickup and mileage has 
increased tremendously. 

“Driving back and forth to the 
city every day. I have saver! a con- 
siderable amount of gas. I am aver- 
aging 4 to 5 miles more per gallon. 

"I have a 1950 Buick, Model 40-D. 
I thank vou for recommending 
••SPARK-O-MATIC" spark plugs to 
me." — JOHN PREISER, 

Lindenhurst, N.Y. 

"I have installed the "SPARK-O- 
MATIC" spark plugs in my car and 
am amazed at the improvement of 


— ABE FREMERTH, Bronx. N.Y. 

“When my 1952 Willys had a 
little over 25.000 miles on it. it be- 
came a little sluggish. I decided to 
try and pep it up a little and re-, 
placed the old plugs with a set of 
new “SPARK-O-MATIC" spark 
plugs — that is, the six point kind . . 

“I find that I am now getting 2 to 
3 miles more per gallon. In addition 
the car has faster getaway and much 
more pep. Truthfully, it has more 
pep than when it was new! 

"The reason I am writing to you 
about this is. when I first read atxiut 
"SPARK-O MATIC" spark plugs 
and the claims made about them. I'll 
admit I was doubtful. 

"However, 1 am now convinced. 
There are probably many more 
"Doubting Thomases" like myself 


smooth, dependable power for city 
stop-and-go driving . . . effortless 
horsepower for the parkway . . . 
blazing reserve power for super 
speeds! No more missing, sputter- 
ing, knocking when you want to 
pull ahead of other cars at high 
speeds! No more groaning take- 
offs at the lights! FULL POWER 
24 HOURS A DAY ... or we 
send you a new set FREE. 

And that's still just the begin- 
ning! Best of all — this is the 
toughest, strongest, longest- last- 
ing plug ever made! YOU 
COULD ACTUALLY POUND 
IT AGAINST A CONCRETE 
WALL WITH A HAMMER, 
WITHOUT EVEN DENTING 
IT _ AND THIS AMAZING 
PLUG WOULD STILL FIRE 
CLEAN AND HOT FOR 50,000 
MILES! It lasts the FULL life 
of your car — or I send you an- 
other set FREE! 

Try It At My Risk, Today! 

What have you got to lose? 
These amazing pink “ SPARK-O- 
MATIC ” plugs cost only $1.45 
each— or $8.70 for a complete set 
for six-cylinder cars, and $11.60 
for a complete set for eight- 
cylinder cars. They cost only a 
few pennies more than ordinary 
old-fashioned plugs — and they 
can save you up to $ 100 this year! 

Here is my guarantee to you. 
Put these plugs in your car your- 
self. No mechanic needed. 
Nothing to adjust. From the very 
first moment that you get back 
in that car and drive, you must 


back! 

You must notice new gas sav- 
ings . . . you must eliminate most 
ignition knocks and pings . . . 
you must get instant carbon-free, 
cold weather starting . . . and you 
must get this thrilling, new-car 
performance year-in and year- 
out — It lasts the FULL life 
of your car — or I send you an- 
other set F REE! 


You have nothing to lose! BUT 
THE SUPPLY OF THESE 
PLUGS IS STRICTLY LIM- 
ITED. THE NICKEL ALLOY 
WHICH MAKES UP THEIR 
ELECTRODES IS HELD IN 
SHORT SUPPLY BY THE 
UNITED STATES GOVERN- 
MENT. THIS WILL BE ABSO- 
LUTELY THE LAST TIME 
THIS OFFER IS MADE IN 
THIS PAPER! ACT TODAY! 


- Mall No Risk Coupon Today !- 


[ EUGENE STEVENS, INC. 

I 31 W. 47th St.. Dept. EP-8 plm *' 

{ New York 36. N.Y. 

| Gentlemen: Yen. I want to try your amazing "SPAKK-O-MATK " Pink 
[ Spark Plugs for a full month tnlircly at your ruk! 1 will pay postman only 
amount checked below plus low C O D. charges: 

, □ 98.70 for a matched set of six "SPARK-O-MATIC" Spark Plugs. 

I □ $11.60 for a matched set of eight "SPARK-O-MATIC" Spsrk Plugs. 

[ I understand that these plugs must do everything you say or 1 may .imply 
I reium (ham for my full money hack! I also understand that these ".SPARK -Ci- 
[ MATIC" Plugs _ must give me more power, tremendous new performance. 


. . . must actually OUTLAST II .... .... ... _ 

them FOR A NKW SET FREE! Also send me as your 
. the Free Dial-O-Magic Trouble Spotter. The Dial-O- 



MY BUDDY WAS 
BLASTED TO BITS! 

Continued from page 13 


pered, “Stand by.” 

I had first got to know Bert when 
we shared a table in the chemistry 
lab of a Califoria high school: Even 
then, we were both nuts about 
rockets. We went into the Army 
together. 

On September 8, 1944, the two of 
us landed in France and started 
waving Army traffic in the general 
direction of Paris, I saw Bert leave 
his post at the intersection down 
the road from me, and come slog- 
ging through the mud. His face was 
white as his arm band. “Just got 
the word,” he said, “just got the 
word. . . .” 

“What’s eating you?” 

"A German rocket smashed into 
London.” He kept looking over my 
shoulder like he was reading a ta- 
ble of statistics. “They figure it was 
traveling 3,400 miles an hour. 
Weighed 30 tons.” 

Right away, we knew what we’d 
do after the war was over. We were 
among the first of an army of en- 
gineers and technicians moving into 
the rocket proving grounds at 
White Sands, New Mexico. 

We fired hundreds of those Ger- 
man rockets until we knew what 
made them tick. And then we built 
an American rocket. 

Now, our baby was on the 
launching pad, waiting to take the 
air. 

Five seconds — four — three — two — 
one — and fizzle. 

I busted over to McCarthy’s side, 
looking through the slit in the con- 
crete. I could see Bert squirming 
through the steel rigging of the 
launching pad. 

The blast of livid red flame came 
almost with the motion of his hand. 
And before the blinding color had a 
chance to register, there came the 
opening roar, the wild scream of 
an erupting rocket engine. It came 
so loud and so terrifying, it was my 
body, rather than my ears, that 
caught the sensation. 

In the first second the big mon- 
ster lifted slowly 15 feet into the 
air, pushed up by a swirling tail of 
flame that was a red-white river of 
fire, twisting and turning. 

Fifteen feet, like a fantastic 
beetle creeping upwards, waiting 
while the world took one last 
glimpse. Then it picked up speed. 

Then it was gone. And my buddy 
was dead, sacrificed to the great 
god speed. 


HERE IS THE KIND OF HE-MAN 
BODY YOU CAN HAVE! 


WHAT'S THE SECRET? 

You can broaden your shoulders, 
strengthen your back; add inches to 
your chest, develop a vise-like grip, 
make those legs of yours powerful, 
shoot new strength into your back- 
bone, exercise those inner organs, 
cram your body full of vigor 
and red-blooded vitality! 

The new “home gym 
method” that’s the 
sure best and most 
inexpensive. It has 
changed many a 
90 lb. weakling 
to a he-man. It 
has turned 
many a skinny 
boy into a 
marvelous 
physical specimen. It can do the same 
for you! No $50 j 00 courses! No expensive 
gadgets. You simply use the inexpensive 
home gym which helps you use the dor- 
mant muscle power in your own body. 
You will watch it increase in double 
time into solid muscle. The home gym 
method is easy! 

No matter how skinny or flabby you 
are the amazing new muscle power 
body builder can help you gain inches 
of solid muscle in double quick time — 
pnly 10 minutes a day! 

THE HOME GYM IS SOMETHING EVERYONE WHO 
WANTS A BETTER BUILD WILL PRIZE! JUST MAIL- 
ING THE COUPON MAY MEAN THE TURNING 
POINT IN YOUR LIFE! 



YOU MAIL THE COUPON BELOW AND YOU 
CAN PROVE TO YOURSELF YOU CAN BE A 
NEW MANI THE SECRET METHOD CALLED 
THE "HOME GYM METHOD" HAS DONE 
WONDERS FOR THOUSANDS. HERE'S WHAT 
IT WILL DO FOR YOU IN JUST 10 MINUTES 
A DAY! 

. . . You’ll be a winner where muscles 


Many turn fat into muscles . . . 
You can develop your back. 

W“ 


your grip, your legs — you’ll 
look, feel, -act like a real 
he-man. You’ll find It 
easier to win women 
and men friends . . 


You’ll win in sports, 
win promotion, 
you'll win more 


praise and popu- 
larity! You get 
everything you 
need in one com- 
pact package — 
you do-it-all in 
just 10 minutes 

umm a oil a day. with the HOME GYM. 
- tup You R et complete and full in- 
ert to structions with the HOME 
Making GYM . . . you'll be amazed 
Greatest Im- at how easy it is to get in 
movement in shape and stav In shape with 
Next 3 Months, the HOME GYM. 

MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW! — 

HOME GYM CO.. Dept. 118 

318 Market Street, Newark, New Jersey 

PLEASE RUSH THE HOME GYM WITH FULL | 
INSTRUCTIONS FOR ONLY .*52.98 complete on , 
guarantee that I must gain inches of solid muscle, • 
and 1 must be lOOCi satisfied or I get my money I 
back! Q I enclose S3. 98. Send Deluxe Model. J 
□ I enclose 52.98 cash, check or money order. | 


City Zone State— j 

’ .MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! ! 


WORRIED? 


Are you getting out of life all 
you want? To make your life 
full, successful. happy — is some- 
thing missing? Faith — hope? 

Our 24-K GOLD PLATED 
HOLY CROSS encrusted with 
beautiful SIMULATED DIA- 
MONDS and fully ENCLOSED 
in GLASS, can be used in the 
privacy of your own home. It is 
said that people swear by it 
and BLESS the day they bought 
it. Don’t be afraid to let it . 
work for you. Only $2.00 
with order or $2.50 COD. 

If not satisfied, money 
back in 7 days. GET 
STARTED on the right 

road TODAY! . 

FRFF wlth every CROSS, a copy of one of the smaliesl 
• Bibles In the World, to fit your purse or pocket. 

SACRED PRODUCTS. Dept. 345-A 
125 BROAD STREET NEW YORK 4. N. V. 



PRAYER 

la a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing difficult 
Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or 
Family Troubles? Worried? Drink? Unhappiness of any 
kind? Would you like more Happiness. Success amf “Good 
Fortune” in Life? Here is wonderful NEWS of a remark- 
able NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping thousands to 
glorious NEW happiness and joyl Just clip this Message 
now and mail with your name, address and 3c stamp to 
LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Rox 7811. Noroton. Conn. 
We «iii rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE I 


n:Hii.i.i!i»A 

Here s the real inside story- 
just published. Amazing facts 
Vital information for turf fans 
You need this booklet. It's free. 

Write today. 

MONTEE PUB. CO. 

Depf. RA, BALTO. 12, MD. 



ENJOY SATISFYING DAILY REGU1 ARITY 
WITH AMAZING NEW FRUIT LAXATIVE! 

Have you been blasting your poor 
insides with harsh, harmful, dyna- 
mite-type laxatives? Now, for the 
first time, Gel-Pex offers soothing, 
emollient, non-habit forming bulk 
. . . lets your tormented insides 
work the way nature intended . . . 
with nature's own pure natural 
fruit products. Gel-Pex provides 
the right combination of bulk 
and lubricating factors that pro- 
motes smooth, normal functioning 
within 24 hours without distress or discomfort! 

SPECIAL OFFER TO NEW USERS ! 

So confident are we that Gel-Pex will bring you 
the satisfying regularity it has brought to thou- 
sands of others, we offer to let new users try 
Gel-Pex at virtually no cost. JUST CLIP THIS 
AD AND MAIL with only 25d and your name 
& address and we'll send you a 51.00 Gel-Pex 
Introductory Package postpaid. 

Mail 25c today to: GEL-PEX DRUG CO., Dept. 202 
114 East 32nd Street, New York 16, N. Y. 



Don’t Take Dope for 
Muscular Aches, Pains 

OUCH! Take new hope! You’ve ached and suffered, you've 
limped around, groaning like an old man, but you haven't 
tried our new BATHBITIS! It's Highly penetrative. Just rub 
it on for rheumatic and arthritic pain relief, for muscular 
backache., for lame. sore, stiff muscles and aching joints. 
BATHRITIS works with glorious counter-irritant action 
that flushes congested areas, draws, soothes and relieves. 
No medicine, no dope to take. Yet if after the first trial 
the pain and swelling isn’t reduced so much you want to 
dance for joy. return what'a left for money back. Only $1 
for long-lasting bottle of new BATHRITIS. Try it also in 
a hot bath, it's very refreshing as directed. Don't take 
dope until you've seen what BATHRITIS may do for re- 
lieving pains. Send only $1 today to Bator Drug Co.. Dept 
202, 114 East 32nd Street, New York 16, NA. 

BUY U. S. BONDS 





NEW! Moke BIO MONEY With 
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JACKETS 
and SHOES ! 


Start a Big 
Spare-Time 
Business I 


SEND FOR FREE SALES OUTFIT! 

Here’s the money-making sensation of the year! Act quick, 
be first in your town to take orders for these amazing new 
Mason INSULATED Jackets, leather Boots and Shoes . . . 
results of a remarkable scientific discovery! This new mir- 
acle insulation has thousands of plastic air cells that pro- 
vide perfect “dead air space” insulation. Look what it does! 

• Keeps you cozy WARM even at below zero temperatures! 

• Keeps you DRY even in wettest weather, because it cannot 


absorb water! • Protects you from even strong WINDS! • Pro- 
vides amazing BUOYANCY! • And it is unusually LIGHT- 
WEIGHT! This is the same type of insulation used in the 


U. S. Army Cold bar Suit and proved in the rugged wilds of 
Korea! Because these new Mason products will not be avail- 
able in any store in your town, folks must buy from YOU! 

You don’t have to invest a cent to run a Mason Shoe & Jacket 
business. We’ll rush you FREE a complete Starting Outfit that 
contains everything you need to start making money! Take 
orders for just 2 of these lightweight Insulated combinations a 
day, and you’ll earn $360 EXTRA INCOME in one month! 

Just think of all the folks who will fill your pockets with cash for 
these Insulated combinations: friends, relatives, fellow workers, 
sportsmen, truck drivers, cab drivers, policemen, postmen, 
milkmen, gas station, construction, railroad men — hundreds 
right in your own community! 

You’ll also have 190 OTHER money-makers to help you 
build a big, profitable spare-time business that brings you cash 
profits EVERY month! Send for your FREE Sales Kit TODAY! 


“MIRACLE” FEATURES WILL MAKE MONEY 190 other Money-Makers for You! 




ft 


Both boot and 
oxford shoe are loaded 
with special features that make 
folks buy on sight ! 

1. Miracle insulation provides a cush- 
ion all around the foot! 

2. Fully leather lined! 

3. Built-in Air Cushion innersoles! 

4. Lightweight outsoles are oil-resis- 
tant Neoprene Cush-N-Crepe! 

5. Storm Welts, bellows gussets keep 
water and snow out 1 The most com- 
plete protection from cold, rain, snow, 
wind ever designed for the foot, it's no 
wonder outdoor workers will "gr ah^ 
these from you! 


As our authorized Mason Man in your town, you will have in 
your hands an ideal source of Big EXTRA Income every month. 
Every dollar you earn is 100% PROFIT! Your market is un- 
limited because EVERYBODY needs shoes and jackets . . . and 
Nationally-advertised Mason products sell quickly. Here’s why: 

• You show a selection no ordinary 
store can match: 170 different styles in 
dress, sport and work shoes for men 
and women, plus a complete line of 
jackets! 

• Folks get fitted easily because you 
feature an amazing range of sizes 
(2 Vi-1 5) and widths (AA AA-EEEE) ! 

• You're never "Out" of a style, size 
or width, because you draw on our 
huge stock of 200,000 pairs! 


• You feature our exclusive Velvet-eex 
foamy-soft AIR CUSHION JNNER- 
SOLES ... a blessing for people who 

work on their feet! 

These shoes bear the 
famous Good House- 
keeping Seal and i 
have been accepted 
for advertising in \ 
publications of the 
American Medic 
Association! 
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MASON 


Mason’s In- 


Shoes, special Insulated Pants 
can float INDEFINITELY! This 
makes outdoorsmen buy the entire In- 
sulated Combination FAST! Look at 
these EXTRA features in the jacket: 
made of water repellent washable Ny- 
lon . . . detachable hood . . . button front 
...knitted wristlets ... and it is light- 
weight! These sensational new Mason 
Insulated Jackets, Shoes, Pants are 
going to create a national craze. Get 
in on the ground floor in your town 
NOW. Send for your Free money- 
making Outfit today! 

SHOE MFC. CO. 


To start this exciting business right away, mail the coupon now. We will 
rush your powerful FREE Jacket and Shoe Selling Kit that includes 
10-second Air Cushion demonstrator, foolproof measuring instructions, 
how-to-make- Big Money Booklet — EVERYTHING you need to make 
money from the first hour and start building a steady BIG PROFIT 
repeat-order business as thousands of others have done with Mason! 
We’ll also show you how to earn extra Bonus Checks each month! Rush 
your coupon TODAY! 


RUSH FOR FREE OUTFIT 


Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. H-109 

Mason Shoe Mfg. Co., Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 

Yes! I want to be first to take orders for Mason's amazing new Insulated Jackets 
and Shoes and make $360.00 a month EXTRA for just 2 spare-time combina- 
tion sales a day! Please rush my powerful FREE Sales Kit featuring the entire 
Mason line, with EVERYTHING I need to make Big Money from the first hour! 


Address. . . . 


CHIPPEWA FALLS. WISCONSIN Dept. H-109 




. State . 







EARN BIG PROFITS 

IN A BUSINESS OF VOUR OWN . . . FULL OR PART TIME 

MAKE *20 A DAY 


NATIONALLY ADVERTISED TOOLS 

at a Wholesale 
DISCOUNT up to 

50% OFF 


• Appliances 


Address 

City Zone State 


You can buy as you need it. A million dollar inven- 
tory at your fingertips. 

. . . Stanley, Millers Falls, Plumb, Disston, Wiss, 
Black & Decker, 

Clemson, Thor, 

Ridgid, K & E, 

Lufkin and hun- 
dreds of other na- 
tionally adver- 
tised name brand 
tools, appliances, 
motors, electric 
tools, power tools 
and others too 
numerous to men- 


START YOUR 
OWN BUSINESS 

Sell tools to your friends, neigh- 
bors, for industrial and institu- 
tional use. Everyone needs tools. 
Meet the demands of the tre- 
mendous Do-It-Yourself Market. 
Build your own business selling nationally 
advertised tools from an illustrated coded 
catalog bearing your name and only your 
name on it. You get all the orders and 
reorders. You sell merchandise that is 
pre-sold for you through national adver- 
tising by the country's leading tool manu- 
facturers, such as Black and Decker, Clem- 
son, Disston, K & E, Lufkin, Millers Falls, 
Ridgid, Stanley, Thor, Wiss and many 
others! You need not carry any stock — 
use our capital! All orders received are shipped the same day 
from our warehouse stock of over 15,000 items. All merchandise 
sold on unconditional money-back guarantee. Don't Wait. Act 
today! Send $1.00 Deposit for Dealer's card and get our giant 
new 1956 wholesale catalog at no extra charge. Your $1.00 is 
credited to your first purchase or refunded if you are not 100°/<> 
satisfied. MAIL COUPON NOW! Tool Discount House, Dept 130 
318 Market Street, Newark, New Jersey. 

ENCLOSE $1.00 FOR DEALERS CARD & MAMMOTH TOOL CATALOG 


You can buy Nationa 
Advertised Hand Too 
Power Tools Applianc 
and Hardware a* a 
DISCOUNT up Fo 


50 % 


OFF 


1956 

WHOLESALE CATALOG 

• Hand Tools 

• Power Tools 

• Hardware 


This Coupon Gets You Started! 


TOOL DISCOUNT HOUSE, Dept. 130 
318 MARKET STREET, NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 

I am enclosing $1.00. Rush me your dealer's card and big Catalog 
Today. If I am not completely satisfied with your plan, I understand 
that I can return the Dealer's Card and Catalog for refund, and if 
I decide to order, my $1.00 will be deductible from my first order. 
Name 


Wholesale 


100% MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 






A New Kind of Bargain Offer to 

MYSTERY READERS 
iakM GIANT 
VOLUMES 


WORTH $13.90 

IN PUBLISHERS 


NEW 

NOVELS 


WORTH $8.50 

IN PUBLISHERS' EDITIONS 


J UST IMAGINE getting all these books — a huge 
mystery "library” containing forty-three com- 
plete novels, novelettes and stories by world- 
famous authors — ALL for just ONE DOLLAR! 
Included are FOUR GIANT VOLUMES packed 
with dozens of breathtaking mystery master- 
pieces . . . PLUS three pulse-tingling new mys- 
tery novels, each a current best-seller ! Total 
value in publishers' editions: $22.10! 

This package of books — the biggest dollar's 
worth in publishing history — is yours at once 
with membership in the Dollar Mystery Guild. 
You don’t even have to send your dollar in 
advance ! 

The Mystery Guild offers you many other ad- 
vantages, too: Each month the editorial board 
selects two top-notch new books — often by fa- 
mous authors like Ellery Queen, Agatha Christie, 
Mary Roberts Rinehart and Rex Stout. These 
are described to members well IN ADVANCE. 
If you would like to receive the book, you let 
it come, post paid. If you don't want a book, 
simply tell the Club. It will not be sent. 

These brand new mysteries sell for $2.50 to 
$3.50 in publishers' editions. But members pay 
only ONE DOLLAR each (plus small shipping 
charge) for their hard-bound, large-sized vol- 
umes! (You pay only after you examine your 
selections.) Occasionally you will also have the 
opportunity to take an extra-value optional se- 
lection at $1.49. But you buy only the books you 
want — as few as 4 selections a year if you wish 
— and build a fine library almost for pennies. 

No wonder so many people consider DOLLAR 
MYSTERY GUILD membership the greatest 
value in the world of books! And, if you send 
the coupon now you get these SEVEN new 
books — forty-three great mysteries — for ONE 
DOLLAR as a membership bonus! Mail the 
coupon today. 

MARY ROBERTS RINEHART S MYSTERY BOOK. 

Three top murder classics in one huge book : the 
eerie Circular Staircase, the nerve-jangling Man 
i7i Lower Ten, and the famous unguessable Case 
of Jennie Brice. Publishers’ edition $3.50. 


TOTAL VALUE 
$22.40 


A TREASURY OF SHERLOCK HOLMES by Sir 

Arthur Conan Doyle. This 630-page volume con- 
tains TWO complete novels — the strange, un- 
nerving Hound of the Basktfrvilles and .4 Study 
in Scarlet — PLUS 27 short story masterpieces 
about the world's most famous detective. Pub. 
ed. $2.95. 

SUDDENLY A WIDOW by George Harmon Coxe. 
The note outside her husband’s bedroom said : 
“When you open the door. .. I WILL BE DEAD." 
But the police say he was KILLED! And the 
note accused his wife of every misbehavior... 
including MURDER ! Pub. ed. $2.75. 

FULL HOUSE by Rex Stout. FIVE terrific Nero 
Wolfe puzzlers: The League of Frightened Men, 
And Be a Villain, The Gun with Wings, Bullet 
for One and Disguise' for Murder. Pub. ed. $3.50. 
WRIGHTSVILLE MURDERS by Ellery Queen. El- 
derly Diederich Van Horn took Sally from the 
slums, into his wealthy home. He married her 
. . . his adopted son fell in love with her . . . and 
then MURDER stepped in ! This extraordinary 
book. Ten Days’ Wonder .. .is just one of three 
full-length masterpieces (including Calamity 
Town and The Murderer Is a Fo.v) ALL in this 
volume! 576 pages. Pub. ed. $3.95. 

THE BASLE EXPRESS by Manning Coles. A fa- 
natic murders the WRONG man ! The RIGHT 
man will certainly be next ! Excitedly, you turn 
on the “wrong” man's tape recorder and dis- 
cover that the “right” mai; is ... yourself. Pub. 
ed. $2.75. 

HICKORY DICKORY DEATH by Agatha Christie. 
A peculiar crime wave at a fashionable school. 
A pretty, young co-ed finally confesses her guilt 
to Hercule Poirot. And she's promptly MUR- 
DERED in her bed! Pub. ed. $2.75. 


WHEN YOU JOIN THE DOLLAR MYSTERY 
GUILD AND AGREE TO ACCEPT AS FEW 
AS FOUR NEW MYSTERIES (AT ONLY 
$1.00 EACH) DURING THE COMING YEAR 


I 

j THE DOLLAR MYSTERY GUILD 
| Dept. RG-12, Garden City, New York 

Please enroll me in the Dollar Mystery Guild and 
rush me ALL these new books worth $22.40 in 
publishers’ editions. Later, I'll send only $1 
(plus shipping) for the entire 7-book member- 
ship enrollment package. 


I Membership Bonus — 4 Giant Volumes 
Plus 3 Full-sized Novels — All for $1 

A Treasury of Sherlock Holmes • Full House 
Wrightsville Murders • The Basle Express 
Mary Roberts Rinehart's Mystery Book 
Hickory Dickory Death • Suddenly a Widow 


New book bargains will be described to me each 
month in the Guild's advance bulletin "Mystery 
Guild Clues." Whenever I don't want a book I will 
notify you. and it won't be sent. I pay nothing 
except $1 for each selection I accept, plus a few 
cents for shipping (unless I choose an extra- 
value selection ) . I need take only four selections. 
NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted, I can 
I return books in 7 days and membership will be 
cancelled. 




